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PREFACE. 


"  Thine,   O  Lord,,  is  the  greatness  and  the  power  and  the  glory  and 
the  Victory!" — i  Chron\  29:   11. 

"  O  singf  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song  .  .   .     His  right  hand  and   His 
holy  arm  hath  gotten  Him  the  Victory  /" — Psalms  98  :  1. 

"  But  thanks  be  to  God  which  giveth  us  the    Victory  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ." — 1  Cor.  15  :  57.. 

"  And  this   is   the    Victory  that  overcometh  the   world,   even  our 
faith." — 1  John  5  :  4.. 

"  Save  us,  O   Lord,,  our  God,,  ...  to  give  thanks  unto  thy  holy 
name,  and  to  triumph  in  thy  praise." — Psalms  106  :  47. 
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Perronet. 


Coronation, 


O.  HOLDEN. 


1.  All 

2.  Ye 

3.  Sin 
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hail    thepow'r  of      Je  -  sus'  name ! 
cho-sen   seed   of      Is  -  rael's  race, 
ners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  for- get 


Let  an  -  gels  prostrate  fall ; 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall. 
The  wormwood  and  the    gall. 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by 
Go,  spread  your  trophies    at 


■  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 
His  grace,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 
His   feet.     And  crown  Him  Lord     of 
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all 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  d 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  b 
Go,  spread  your  trophies   at 
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a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him 

His  grace,  And  crown  Him   Lord 

His  feet,    And  crown  Him  Lord 
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all! 
all 
all 
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4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 
On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all 


5  Oh,  that  with  vonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  His  feet  my  fall ! 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 


Standing  on  the  Promises. 


R.  K.C. 

R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Standing 

2.  Standing 

3.  Standing 

4.  Standing 

5.  Standing 
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King,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal 
fail,    When  the  howling 
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fall,  Listening    ev  -  erv 
&        f  •   •       #   •   • 

ri'i  >4     1       1 

III 

0       *  I-1- 

| 

1  »  •  «     !•  •  W 

Kb  4    ^-H?~ 

S      2       •       2 

-?— 's 

'1 

1 

-t° 

L-i> *- — s s— 

a  -  ges  let  Hisprais-es   ring;  Glo-ry  in  the  highest,  I  will  shout  and  sing, 
storms  of  doubt  and  fear  as  -  sail,  By    the  living  "Word  of  God  I  will  pre  -  vail, 
cleans  -  ing  in  the  blood  for  me  ;  Standing  in  the  liberty  where  Christ  makes  free, 
ter  -  nal-ly  by  love's  strong  cord.    O-ver-coming  daily  with  the  Spir-it's  sword, 
mo  -  ment  to  the  Spirit's    call,  Rest- ing  in  my  Saviour,  as  my  all     in     all, 
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Stand    -    -    ing, 


Standing  on  the  promises  of  G( 
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Standing  on  the  promises  of  God.Standing  on  the  promise,  Standing  on  the  promise. 
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Standing  on   the  prom-is- es      of    God  my  Saviour  ; Standing  on  the  promise, 
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Stand- ing  on   the  promise 


'm  stand- ing  on     theprom-is-es     of        God. 
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dim, 
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1.  Since       a 

2.  With  -  out 

3.  Fear  -  est    some-times  that 


Fa-ther's  arm    sus  -  tains     thee. 

mur  -  mur,  un-com  -  plain  -  ing. 
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When       a      chasten- ing  hand      re-strains   thee, 
Leave     what  -  ev    -    er  things  thou   canst     not 
Though  the  storms       around     thee     gath   -    er. 
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Doubt 
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der  -  stand. 
Him       not. 


Know  His     love   in  full  com-plete  -  ness, 
Though  the  world  thy  spir-it  spurn  -  eth. 
Al  -  wavs  hath  the  davli«;ht  brok  -  en, 


Feel   the   meas-ure  of    thy 
From  thy     faith  in    pit  -  y 
Al  -  wavs  hath  He  comfort 
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weak-ness  ;              If  He  wound  thy  spir-it      sore,          Trust  Him   more, 
turn- eth.              Peace  thy  in-most  soul  shall  fill,             Ly  -  ing      still, 
spok  -  en.               Bet  -  ter  hath  He  been  for     years        Than  thy     fears. 

Cfc»«T 

>* 

■     ii 

*"#•#>      o    '    m    ' 

»  *    1      -    • 

■■ 

■■ 

I      j 

«  •  11 

L/  nJJ     *       f 

1 

i     ll 

\    .    *     __  ..  _ 

1 

s  •   #  • 

ii 

Therefore  whatsoe'er  betideth, 

Night  or  day, 
Know  His  love  for  thee  provideth 

Good  alway. 
Crown  of  sorrows  gladly  taking, 
For  His  sake  all  else  forsaking. 
Sweetly  bending  to  His  will, 

Pa'tient— still. 


o  To  His  own  the  Saviour  giveth 

Daily  strength ; 
And  to  each  heart  that  believeth, 

Joy  at  last. 
For  the  lambs  the  Shepherd  careth, 
In  His  bosom  them  He  beareth : 
While  thus  folded  to  His  breast, 

Thev  mav  rest. 
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At  the  Feet  of  Jesus  Waiting, 


Alice  M.  Lowe. 


N.  S.  Howard. 
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At  the  feet 
the  feet 
the  feet 
the  feet 
the  feet 
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Je  -  sus  wait  -  ing, 
Je  -  sus  wait  -  ing, 
Je  -  sus  wait  -  ing, 
Je  -  sus  wait  -  ing, 
Je  -  sus  wait  -  ing, 


I  have  heard  His  sweet  command  : 
Do  -  ing  what  He  bids   me     do, 
Lay- ing    ev  -  'ry  bur  -  den  down. 
Just  as  He  would  have  me    be. 
May  I     ev  -  er  there  be  found ; 
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"Go  and  work  with- in  my 
Toil  -  ing,  suffring,  and  en  - 
Leav-ing  all    the  world  can 


Wait- ing  for 
Prov-ing,  by 


the  home  in 
my  faith- ful 


vineyard, 
dur  -  ing, 
give  me, 
glo  -  ry 
ser  -  vice, 
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La  -  bor  with  thy  heart  and  hand." 
For    His  grace  will  bear  me  through. 
For    a  bright  and  glo-rious  crown ! 
He's  pre-par  -  ing  now  for     me. 
Christ  in  me    to      all      a  -  round. 
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I   am  waiting,  always  waiting,  Waiting  now  to  do   His  will 

I  am  waiting,  always  waiting, 

,N      N  ^      -      m      m     "mmmmm      m     ^  .      N 


m 


0-0-0- 


'^^m 


j=t 


tin  it— t 


0E 


■V-0-0-+-0- 


i/.-yi.  ^-V->->*-V-V- 


•   •   •   •   •      • 


±=f* 


Waitingnowto   bear  the    mes- sage,  And  my   call-ing     to      ful     -     fil 
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Pardou,  Peace  and  Power. 


El  Nathan 


James  McGranahan. 
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1.  Would  we     be  joy  -  ful     in     the  Lord  rThen  count  the  rich-  es      o'er, 

2.  From    ev  -  'ry   sin     by  grace   di-vine,    A      par  -  don  free   be  -  stowed ; 

3.  Of      srace   to  break  the  power  of    sin,  He    gives    a       full  sup  -  ply  ; 

4.  The  power  to   win     a     soul    to     God,  The  Spir  -  it,    too,    im  -  parts ; 

5.  These  blessings  we     by   faith  re-ceive,  By     sim  -  pie  child-like    trust; 
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Re-vealed   to    faith  with -in      His  Word,  And  note     the  bound-less  store. 

Je  -  sus'  blood, 
pu   -   ri  -  fy. 
all       our  hearts. 
and    He  must. 
s 


And  with  the    par  -  don  peace   is  mine. 
The   Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  the  heart  with- in. 
May  He,     the   gift      of  Christ   our  Lord 
In  Christ,  'tis   God's   de-light     to     give 
-M. _# m 0- *. 


The  peace     in 
From  sin     doth 
Dwell  now    in 
He   prom  -  ised. 


There  is      par      ...      don,peace,and  power, 

pardon,peace,and  power,  pardon,peace,and 


And  pu  -  ri- 
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in  Christ  for  me, Let     joy -ful  songs  of  praise  to  Him  a  -  rise! 

in  Christ  for  me, 
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One  in  Jesus, 


F.   Bottome,  D.  D. 
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D.  C.  Wright. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly     Dove!    Thy  wings    ex  -  pand-ing,     Bend    in     mer  -  cy 

2.  Ho  -  ly     Ghost.  Thy   com  -  fort    bring -ing,    Come    to      all       with 
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o  er        us     now ; 
heal  -  ing   balm, 
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All     our  hearts    Thy     love     com-mand-ing, 
As       on      Gal    -    i    -    lee       the  Mas  -  ter 
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Lo,       be  -  fore     Thy  throne   we     bow ;  One       in     Je    -    sus, 

Hush'dthe   tern  -  pest      in    -    to     calm.  One      in     Je   -    sus, 
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One      in         Je  -  sus,     Let      us       on  -  ly        Je  -  sus  know. 
One       in         Je  -  sus,     Ev  -  ery    hand  should  bear       a    palm. 
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3  Holy  Spirit,  fount  of  goodness, 
L«t  the  purifying  fire, 
Kindle  now  our  warm  affection 
Till  to  Thee  the  flame  aspire : 

|| :  One  in  Jesus,  :|| 
Shall  be  every  soul's  desire. 


4  This  our  only  bond  of  union, 
This  our  shibboleth  of  peace ; 
At  the  eross  in  sweet  communion 
Seek  we  only  love's  increase. 

|| :  One  in  Jesus, :  || 
He,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness ! 
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For  you  and  for  me. 


Will  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly  and  tenderly    Je-sus  is  calling,  Calling  for  you  and  for  me ; 

2.  Why  shouH  we  tarry  when  Jesus  is  pleading,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time  is  now  rleeting,the  moments  are  passing,Passing  from  you  and  from  me 

4.  Oh,for  the  wonderful  love  he  has  promis'd,Promis'd  for  you  and  for  me ; 
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See  on  the  portals  he's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  his  mercies,  Mercies  for  you  and  for  me. 
Shadows  are  gath'ring,  death  beds  are  coming,  Coming  for  you  and  for  me. 
Though  we  have  sinn'd,he  has  mercy  and  pardon,Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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Come  home, . .     Come  home, . .     Ye  who  are  weary,  come  home. . , 
come  home,  come  home. 
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Earnestly,  tenderly,  Je-sus  is  calling,  Calling,  O  sinner,  come  home! 
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Where  the  Living  Waters  Flow. 


Capt.  R.  Kalso  Carter 


Used  by  permission. 


E.    E.    XlCKERSON. 
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1    Rest      to       the   wea  -  ry  soul  And       ach  -  ing  breast  is  given, 

2.  For     thee,    my     soul,  for  thee  These   price-less  joys  were  bought, 

3.  Come,  with  the    ransomed  train,  The       Saviour's   prais  -  es   sing, 

4.  And    soon,    be  -  fore  His  face,  We'll   praise  in  light       a  -  bove, 
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Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow  ; 

Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-  ters  flow  ; 

Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow  ; 

Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow  ; 


Grace  makes  the  wounded  whole. 
Thine       is     the  mer  -  cy  free, 
lie    -   joice!  the  Lamb  was  slain, 
Tri  -  umphant  through  His  grace, 
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Love  fills  our  heart  with  heaven,       Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow. 

That  Christ  to  earth  has  brought,  Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow. 

A    -     dore !  He  reigns  a  King,     Down  where  the  liv-  ing  wa-ters  flow. 

Made     per -feet    by  His  love,     Down  where  the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters  flow. 
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Down  where  the  living  waters  flow,  Down  where  the  tree  of  life  doth  grow,  I'm 
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liv-rng  in  the  light,  for  Jesus  row  I  fight.  D( 


liv-rng  in  the  light,  for  Jesus  row  I  fight.  Down  where  theliving  waters  flo-*.. 
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9       While  the  Years  are  Rolling  On. 


Harriet  B.  McKeever. 
Recitante. 


Jno.  R.  Sweniy.  by  per. 


Used  by  purchase  of  right. 


1.  In        a  world  so     full       of  weep-ing,  While  the  years  are   roll-ing  on, 

2.  There's  no  time  to   waste    in     sigh- ing,  While  the  years  are  roll-ing  on; 

3.  Let    us  strengthen  one     an  -  oth  -  er,  While  the  years  are   roll-ing  on; 

4.  Friends  we  love  are  quick -ly     fly  -  ing,  While  the  years  are  roll-ing  on; 
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Chris- tian  souls  the  watch  are  keep- ing,  While  the  years  are  roll  -  ing  on. 

Time    is    fly  -  ing,   souls  are    dy  -  ing,  While  the  years  are  roll  -  ing  on. 

Seek     to  raise      a      fall  -  en  broth  -  er,  While  the  years  are  roll  -  ing  on. 

No    more  part  -  ing,  no  more   dy  -  ing,  While  the  years  are  roll  -  ing  on. 


While  our  journey  we    pur- sue,  With  the  ha  -  ven  still    in  view,  There  is 
Lov  -  ing  words  a  soul  may  win  From  the  wretched  paths  of  sin ;    We  may 
This    is  work  for   ev  -  'ry  hand,  Till,  thro' -out  ere  -  a-  tion'sland,  Ar-mies 
In      the  world  beyond  the  tomb  Sor- row  nev  -  er  more  can  come,  When  we 


work    for  us    to  do,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on. 

bring  the  wand 'rers  in,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on.     Are  rolling  on, 
for  the  Lord  shall  stand,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on.  are  rolling  on, 

meet  in  that  blest  home,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on. 
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Are  roll-ing  on,  Oh,thejoy  that  we  may  scatter,  While  the  years  ai 

are  rolling  on,  rollin  g  on. j 


10 


Glad  Tidings. 


M.  E.  W. 


Mrs.  M.  E.  Wilson. 


1 1 % *-h*-*- 


Like    a 


'W^m 


1.  Free    sal  -  va-tion  is   flow  -  ing.         Like    a      riv-er      a    -    long, 

2.  Bring  the   poor      and  need  -  y  To    this     flow  -  ing    stream, 

3.  Glad  tid  -  ings   of  sal  -  va-tion  Are    of-fered    free    -    ly     now, 

4.  The  Sav-iour     now       is   wait  -  insr,  Xo   longr-er      then      de    -    lav, 


m& 


;~i—*: 


£=zt 
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0   -  ver mountain  and  val    -    ley,     And   this  is        our     song: 

Tell     them  Christ    is       a     -     ble,     And  wait- ing  to        re  -   deem: 
Ac  -  cept     the     in     -     vi  -  ta    -    rion ;  To     Je  -  sus  hum  -  bly     bow : 
Ee-lieve,  ac  -  cept,     and   trust    Him;  And  be  saved   to  -  day. 
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„    CHORUS. 


^m 


^ii^gfp 


^ 


Glad  tid      -      ings,     glad  tid 

0 — 0 0 0 0 
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ings,     The  pow'r  of  sin     de-stroy; 

-U-b  b  b  b  b-J"^  nm 


tidings,glad  tiding.glad  tidings,glad  tidings,The  pow'r  of  sin   de  -  stroy  ; 


Glad  tid 

N 


mmm 
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ings,     glad    tid  -  ings,     Glad      tid  -  ings   of    great   joy.  . 
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From  •'  Great  Joy  "  by  per. 
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Let  Him  In. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson. 


Let 


E. 

Him  in, 


0.   EXCBLL. 


3B 


3=Z 


%E¥5EE 


1.  There's  a  stran-ger   at     the  door, 

2.  O-pennow  to  Him  your  heart, 

3.  Hear  you  now  His  lov -  ing  voice? 

4.  Now    ad-mit   the  heavn-ly  Guest, 

A.       JL       JL       JSL.    4T^    | 


Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 


Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
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Let 
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He  has  been  there  oft    be- fore,        Let  the  Saviour  in, 

If  you  wait  He     will   de-part,      Let  the  Saviour  in, 

Xow,oh,now  make  Him  your  choice,  Let  the  Saviour  in, 

He  will  make  for  vou      a  feast,        Let  the  Saviour  in, 


V    V 
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Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
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Let  Him  in,      ere      He 
Let  Him  in,      He       is 
He     is   stand- ing      at 
He  will  speak  your  sins 


m^M 


is     gone,     Let  Him  in,     the   Ho  -  ly   One, 

your  Friend,  He  your  soul  will  sure  de-fend, 

the     door,    Joy    to     you  He   will  re- store, 

for  -  given,    And  when  earth  ties  all  are  riven, 


tm^E&?EEEE 
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Let 


Him  in, 


Jesus  Christ  the  Father's  Son, 
He  will  keep  you  to  the  end, 
And  His  name  you  will  adore, 
He  will  take  vou  home  to  heav'n, 


•     -J 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
Let  the  Saviour  in, 
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Let  the  Saviour  in. 
Let  the  Saviour  in. 
Let  the  Saviour  in. 
Let  the  Saviour  in. 
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12       There's  a  Blessing  at  the  Cross. 


Fanny 


Jno.  R.  Sweeney, 


•  I        •      * 

1.  I    have  laid  my  bur-den  down  where  the  crimson  wa-tersflow,There's  a 

2.  I    have  laid  mv  bur-den  down  and  rav  troubled  heart  is   stilLThere'sa 


^r2=±j=iElEi=s^=i=*=i=^[:s=*=*=*: 


blessing  at  the  cross  for   me ; 
blessing  at  the  cross  for  me  : 


j: 
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I   have  found  a  spring    of  joy    that  the 
I      am  learn -ing  there  bv  faith  mv  Re- 


D.  S.    found  a  spring  of    joy  that  the 
Fine.    CHORUS. 
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world  can  nev-erknow,There'sabless-ing    at     the  cross  for  me.  Praise  the 
deem- er's  gracious  will,  There's  a  bless-ing    at     the  cross  for  me. 
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world  can  nev-erknow,There's  a  blessing    at    the  cross  for  me. 


Z7.S. 


^Kifaa 


Lord !  praise  the  Lord  !hal-le  -  lu-jah !  Still  my  happy. happy  song  shall  be  ;     I  have 


^  ?  prrr.fg' 


P"C"P  '  iTH-r  r  f  h&-  r  Ml 


3  I  have  laid  my  burden  down :  oh,  the  peace  that  fills  my  soul ! 
There's  a  blessing  at  the  cross  for  me; 
I  was  dead,  but  now  I  live,  since  mv  Saviour  made  me  whole, 


4  I  have  laid  my  burden  down,  and  my  Saviour  gives  me  rest, 
There's  a  blessing  at  the  cross  for  me ; 
I  can  pillow  now  my  head  on  His  gentle,  loving  breast, 
There's  a  blessing  at  the  cross  for  me. 
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Oh,  how  sweet  at  Jesus'  feet. 


A»  Sung  by  R.  S.  Robson. 
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1.  There's  a     rest  -  ing  place    I  know, Where  life's  heal-ing   wa  -  tors  flow, 

2.  This     the  song      I      sing  each  day,  "He     has  wash'd  my  sin  a  -  way," 

3.  Should  the  tempt-er     try      his  pow*r,  He     has  grace    for   ev   -  'ry  hour ; 

4.  When  my  work    on    earth    is    done,     And  the  crown    of   life  is     won, 
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Through  a     rich 
And         he  keeps 
Well       sup-plied 
Then        a  -  mid 
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and  good  -  ly    land,  'Neath  the    shadow     of      his  hand. 

me  whol-ly    clean,  While  his    Spir-it  dwells  with-in. 

are  all       my  needs,  He       my  foot-step3  gent  -  ly  leads. 

the  blood-wash'd  throng  Glad  I'll  sing  Redemption's  song. 
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how  sweet,    Rest 
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Saviour's    feet, 
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h     rich     and  good -ly     land,  'Neath  the  shadow     of       his  hand. 
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F.  Bottome.  D.  D. 


Full  Salvation, 


D.  C.  Wright. 


J 


=•=§? 
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1.  Full    sal  -  va  -  tion !  full      8al  -  va  -  tion !  Lo,   the  foun- tain     opened  wide, 

2.  O'er    the  page  of      con-  dem-na  -  tion    See   the  cleans-ing  cur-rent  flow, 

3.  Love's  re  -  sist-less     cur  -  rent  sweep-ing  All   the     re- gions  deep  within; 


r — t 
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Streams  thro' ev  -  'ry     land 
Wash-ing  stains  of      deep 
Thought,and  wish, and  sens 
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and  na  -  tion  From  the  Saviour's  wounded  side : 
car  -  na-tion  Whit-er  than  the  driv-  en  snow; 
es  keep-ing   Now,and   ev  - 'ry      in- stant  clean: 
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Full 
Full 
Full 


sal  -  va  -  tion  !full 
sal  -  va  -  tion! full 
sal  -  va-tion — full 


sal 
sal 
sal 


va-tion ! 
va-tion ! 
va-tion- 
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A     per  -  pet  -  ual  crim-som   tide, 
O,     the   rapturous  bliss  to    know! 
•Full  sal  -  va  -  tion  from    all    sin. 
-&• 


■0-         -t&-  ■*-  •* 


-P-      + 


1 \ 


E£ 


o 


t=$ 


Full   sal  -  va-tion!  full   sal  -  va-tion!  A      per -pet -ual  crim-son   tide. 
Full   sal  -  va  -  tion  !  full   sal  -  va  -  tion !  O,     the  rapturous  bliss    to     know ! 
Full   sal  -  va-tion — full   sal  -  va-tion— Full   sal  -  va-tion  from    all     sin. 


Life  immortal,  heaven  descending 
Lo,  the  Spirit  seeks  His  shrine ! 

God  and  man  in  oneness  blending- 
O,  what  feUowship  is  mine ! 

|| :  Full  salvation, :  || 
Raised  in  Christ  to  life  divine. 


5  Care  and  doubting,  sin  and  sorrow, 
Fear  and  shame  are  mine  no  more : 
Faith  knows  naught  of  dark  to-morrow, 
For  my  Saviour  goes  before: 

|| :  Full  salvation— :  || 
Full  and  free  forevermore ! 
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Medley  of  Choruses, 

Copyright,  1887,  by  E.  E.  Nickerson. 


Used  by  / 


permission. 
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I'm     sat  -  is  -  fied  with  Je  -  sus  here,  He's   ev  -  'ry-thing     to     me ; 
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His    dy  -  ing  love  has  won  my  heart,  And  now    he     sets     me    free. 
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Down     at     the  Saviour's  feet,     Love  finds  its  Heaven     all  complete 
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Bur-den  rolls  a-way,  darkness  turns  to  day,  Down  at   the  Saviour's  feet. 
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The  precious  blood  is  flowing  o'er  my  heart ;  It  is  cleansing,  it  is  cleansing ! 
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Be-fore   its  waves  my  sin  and  fear  de-part ;  It   is   flow-ing  o'er  my  heart. 
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'Tis  the  good  old  way,the  good  old  way,I'm  trav'ling  in  the  good  old  way,  And  no 
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matter  where  I  be,  or  what  people  think  of  me,I'm  trav'ling  in  the  good  old  way. 
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Calvary's  stream  is  flow-ing, . .        Calvary's  stream  is    flow-ing 
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Flowing  so    free    for  you  and  for  me,  Calvary's  stream  is  flowing. 
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Companionship  with  Jesns. 


Words  by  Mart  D  Jambs. 


Music  by  W.J.  Kirkratrick.    By  per. 
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1.  Oh,  bles  -  sed   fel  -  low-ship  divine!  Oh,  joy    supremely  sweet!  (Tom 

2.  I'm   walk -ing  close  to    Je-sus' side;  So  close  that  I     can   hear     The 

3.  I'm   lean -ing  on     his    loving  breast,  A -long  life's  weary    way;     My 

4.  I       know  his  sheltering  wings  of  love  Are  al-  ways  o'er  me  spread ;  And 
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pan  -  ion-ship  with  Je  -  sus  here  Makes  life  with  bliss  re  -  plete :  In 

soft  •  est  whispers    of       his  love    In       fel  -  low- ship  so   dear,  And 

path,     il  -  lumined    by   his  smiles,  Grows  brighter  day  by  day :  No 

though  the  storms  may  fiercely  rage,  All    calm  and  free  from  dread,  My 
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ion  with    the  pur-  est  one,      I     find  my  heav*n  on  earth  be-gui;. 
his  great    Al-might-y    hand     Protects  me    in    this  hostile  land, 
no  woes     my  heart  can  fear,     With  my  Al-might-y  Friend  so  near, 
peace -ful  spir  -  it    ev   -    er  sings  "I'll  trust  the  cov-ert  of  thy  wings. 
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Oh, wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with  me    all  the  timet 
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wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with  me    all  the  timet 
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joy  sublime !  I've  Je 
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Oh, wondrous  bliss !  oh,  joy  sublime !  I've  Je  •  sus  with  me    all    the  time ! 
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Fanny  J.  Crosbv. 

With  expression 


Eternity. 


Mrs.  M.  E.  Wilson. 


0 0       9   T-# 9 — 9 — 9 9 9~ * * — #_ -2~~ 

•      V 

1.  Deep  and  grand  in  tones  sublime. Hear  the  passing  bells  of  time  Ring  the  dirge  of  nio-menta  , 

2.  In    the    ro  -  sy  morn-ins  fair.     In    the  sul-try  noon-dav  glare. In  the  dew  -  y  even-ing 
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dead.    Gold- en  hours  whose  joys  are  fled.      Still  those  cease-less  bells  are  heard,  Toll-ing, 

brignt.  In     the    si  -  lent  hush'  of     night,    Still  those  bells     of  time  we    hear,    Toll-ing, 
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Slow. 


dim. 


toll-ing,Hark!  the  word.  >  jr_tei 
toll-ing,   loud  and  clear,  s 


S1^^! 


When  with  breaking  heart  we  bend 
O'er  a  tried  and  faithful  friend. 
When  the  parting  hour  draws  nigh. 
And  we  catch  the  last  -good-bye." 
Still  those  bells  of  time  we  hear. 
Tolling,  tolling,  loud  and  clear. 
Eternitv. 


Precious  word,  if  safe  we  stand 
On  the  Christian's  borderland, 
Trusting  Him,  whose  loving  smile 
Lights  and  cheers  us  all  the  while, 
Bells  of  time  with  joy  we  hear, 
Tolling,  tolling,  sweet  and  clear, 
Eternity. 
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1  Give  me  a  heart  of  calm  repose 

Amid  the  world's  loud  roar  ; 
A  life  that,  like  a  river,  flows 
Along  a  peaceful  shore. 

2  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  hush  my  heart 

With  gentleness  divine ; 
Indwelling  peace  Thou  canst  impart 
Oh  !  make  the  blessing  mine. 


3  Above  these  scenes  of  storm  and  strife 

There  spreads  a  region  fair  ; 
Give  me  to  live  that  higher  life. 
And  breathe  that  heavenly  air. 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  breathe  that  peace 

Which  flows  from  pardoned  sin  ; 
Then  shall  my  soul  her  couflict  cease, 
And  find  a  heaven  within. 


19 


19 


I've  been  Redeemed. 


^ K 

Plantation  Melody, 
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I've  been  redeem' d, I've  been  redeem'd I've  been  re- 

I've  been  redeem' d,                  I've  been  redeem'd, 
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I've  been  re- deem' d, I've  been  re- 

I've  been 

redeem' d,                                 I've  been  redeem'd, 
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deem'd I've  been  redeem'd, Been  wash' din  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

I've  been  redeem'd,  I've  been  redeem'd, 
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Been  wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  Been  wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
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Been  wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the    Lamb,         That  flows  from  Cal  -  va  -  ry .  . . 
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2  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  The  diving  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins  ;  That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood,    And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains.  Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

*  Da  Capo  in  exact  time. 
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God  is  Calling  Yet. 


Gerhard  Tersteegen. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1 .  God  calling  yet ! shall  I  not  hear  ?Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear  ?  Shall 

2.  God  calling  yet!  shall  I     notrise?Can    I  His  lov-ing  voice  de-spise.  And 

3.  Godcallingyet  land  shall  He  knock,  And  I  my  heart  the  clos-er   lock?  He 

4.  Godcallingvet!     I     can-not  stay  ;Mv  heart  I  yield  without  de  -  lay  :  Vain 
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life's  swift  pass-ing  years  all   fly,  And  still  my  soul    in     slum-berlie? 

base  -  ly  His     kind  care  re-pay?  He    calls  me  still ;  can     I      de-lay? 

still     is    wait  -  ing   to     re-ceive,  And  shall  I     dare  His  Spir  -  it  grieve  ? 

world,farewell,fromthee  I  part;  The  voice  of    God  has  reached  my  heart. 
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Call         -         ing,oh,hearHim,Call      -      ing,oh,hearHim,God  is    calling 
God  is  calling  yet,  God  is  calling  yet, 
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yet,  oh,  hear  Him  call-ing,  call-ing.Call             -             ing,  oh,  hear  Him 

God    is     call-ing  yet, 
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Call         -         ing,oh,hear  Him, God  is  call-ing  yet,oh,hear  Him  calling  yet. 
God  is  calling  vet, 
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Abiding. 
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Melody  by  S.  C.  Wriob 
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1.  A  -  bid  -  ing,  oh,  so  wondrous  sweet !  I'm  rest-ing  at     the  Saviour's  feet ; 

2.  He  speaks, and  by  his  word  is  giVn  Hispeace,a  rich  foretaste  of  heaVn ; 

3.  I    live,   not  I,  through  him  a  •  lone,  By  whom  the  mighty  work  is  done ; 

4.  Now  rest,my  heart, the  work  is  done,  I'm  sav'd  thro'  the  E  •  ter  -  nal  Son ! 
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I    trust  in  him,  I'm  sat  -  is  -  fied,  I'm  rest  -  ing  in     the  era  •  ci-ned  I 
Not  as     the  world  he  peace  doth  gire/Tis  thro'  this  hope  my  soul  shall  lire. 
Dead  to  my-self,    a  -  lire    to  him,     I     count  all  loss  his  rest   to  gain. 
Let  all    my  pow'rs  my  soul  em-ploy,  To  tell    the  world  mypeace  and  joy. 
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A -bid  •    •    ing,    A -bid  -    -    ing,         oh,     so   wondrous   sweet! 
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A- bid-in g  in  him,         Resting  in  him,        oh,     to  wondrous   sweet  I 
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Resting  in  him,      Resting  in  him, —    At     the  Say-iour's  feet. 
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The  Great  Physician, 
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(  The  great  Phy- si  -  cian  now  is  near.The  sym-pa-thiz  -  ing  Je  -  sus, 
(    He  speaks,  the  drooping  heart  to  cheer.Oh!  hear,  thevoice   of    Je  -  sus, 

„  C  Your  ma-ny  sins  are  all  f or given,Oh !  hear  thevoice  of  Je  -  sus. 
(    Go   on   your  way  in  peace  to  heav'n,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je  -  sus. 
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Sweetest  note  in  ser-aph  song,  Sweetest  name  on  mortal  tongue  Sweetest-carol 


ev-er  sung,Je-sus,Je-sus,Je-sus. 
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3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 
I  now  believe  in  Jesus, 

I  love  the  blessed  Saviour's  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus. 

4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt — and  fear, 

No  other  name  but  Jesus  : 
Oh !  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesns. 
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The  Lord's  Prayer. 
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Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 

Give  us  this  day,  our 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver 

be 
dai 
us 
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Thy   name, 

-    ly    bread, 

from     evil, 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  ) 

be  "done  on  )  earth     as  it     is         in      heav'n, 

And  forgive  us  our  trespass-  ) 

es,  as  we  forgive  >  them     that   tres  -  pass  against  us, 

For    Thine   is  the   kingdom,  ) 

and  the  power,  and  the  )  ?l°rv?    f°r  -  ever     anc^      ever.         A    -    men. 
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Are  You  Ready. 


Mary  D.  James. 
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Jno.  R.  Swmny. 
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1.  Should  the  summons.quickly      fly  -  ing,    On   the  slumb'ring 
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Lo  !  the  heav'nly  Bridegroom  com-eth,  Would  the  sound  your  souls  ap  -  pal  ? 
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Are     vou 


read  -  y  ? Are  you 

Are    youread-y? 


read  -  y  ? 

Are   you  read  -  y  i 
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Should  vou  hear 
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the   midnight  call? 


Are  you  read  -  y  ? 

Are  you  read  -  y  ?  Are  you  ready  ? 
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Are  you  read  -  y  ? Should  you  hear 

Should  you  hear  the  midnight  call  ? 
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the  mid  -  night  call  ? 
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2.  What  if  now  the  startling  mandate 
Should  the  sleeping  virgins  hear, — 

Are  your  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning? 
Should  the  Bridegroom  now  appear  ? 


Cho.—\\ 


Are  you  ready  ?  Are  you  ready  ? 
Now  to  see  the  Lord  appear?  :|| 
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f 
3  Rise!  ye  virgins, — sleep  no  longer, — 

Lest  the  call  your  souls  surprise ! 
Lest  ye  fail  to  meet  the  Bridegroom, 

When  He  cometh  from  the  skies. 

Cho. — 1| :  Oh,  be  ready !  Oh,  be  ready ! 

Hasten,from  your  slumbers  rise.  :|| 
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Give  me  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby, 


Jno.  R.  Sweeney. 
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1.  Take  the world,but  give  me  Je  -  sus,  All    its  joys     are  but     a    name; 

2.  Take  the world.but  give  me  Je  -  sus,Sweetest  com  -  fort    of    my    soul; 

3.  Take   theworld,but  give  me  Je  -  sus,  Let  me   view  His    con-stant  smile, 

4.  Take  the  -world,but  give  me  Je  -  sus,    In  His  cross   my   trust  shall  be, 
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But  His   love      a  -  bid-eth     ev  -  er,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal  years  the  same. 
With  my  Sav  -  iour  watching  o'er   me      I     can  sing,  thro'    bil-lows  roll. 
Thenthro'out    my   pil  -  grim  jour-ney  Light  will  cheer  me     all     the  while. 
Till,  withclear-er,  bright- er  vis-ion,Face   to     face    my   Lord  I      see. 
ft 
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O     the  height  and  depth  of  mer  -  cy,     0   the  length  and  breadth  of  love, 
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af  end  -  less    life     a-bove. 


O     the    ful  -  ness    of    redemption,Pledge  of  end  -  less    life     a-bove. 
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Welcome  for  Me. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Like  a  bird    on 

2.  I   am  safe    in 

the  deep, 
the  ark ; 
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far    a -way  from  its    nest,     I  had  wander'd,my 
I  have  fold- ed  my  wings  On  the  bo- som    of 
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Saviour  from  Thee  ;But  Thy  dear  loving  voice  call'd  me  home  to  Thy  breast.  And  I 
mer-cy  di-  vine;      I  amfilled  with  the  light  of  Thy  presence  so  bright,  And  the 
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knew  there  was  welcome  for  me. 
joy  that  will  ev  -  er      be    mine. 


HM^ 


Welcome  for  me,  Saviour  from  Thee ;  A 
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smile  and  a  wel-come  for    me;       Now,like  a  dove,   I  rest    in Thv  love, And 
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3  I  am  safe  in  the  ark,  and  I  dread  not  the 
f*~'~F  storm, 

find  a  sweet  refuge  in  Thee,  in  Thee.  Though  around  me  the  surges  may  roll ; 

I  will  look   to  the   skies,   where   the  day 
never  dies, 
I  will  sing  of  the  joy  in  nly  soul. 
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I'm  Resting  at  Last. 


Rev.  F.  Bottome,  D.  D. 


By  per. 
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1.  The  con-flict    is   o  -  ver,  the   tem-pest  is  past,  I'mrest-ing  in  Je  -  sus,I'm 

2.  There's  peace  in  believing, sweet  peace  to  the  soul  Toknowthathemaketh  me 

3.  Oh,    hin-der    me  not  while  His  love  I  proclaim, My  soul  makes  her  boast  of  His 

4.  There's  peace  in  believing,sweet  peace  to  the  soul  To  know  that  He  maketh  me 
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rest  -  ing   at    last;  The  bil-  lows  that  fill' d  my  poor  soul  with  a  -  larm   Are 
per  -  fect-ly  whole  ;There's joy  ev-  er  -  last- ing     to     feel  His  blood  flow,'Tis 
won -der-ful name;    I  stand  with  my  foot     on    the  neck  of    my    foe,  Then, 
per  -  fect-ly  whole  ;Oh,  come  to     the  fountain — Oh,  come  at   His  call!  There's 
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hush'd  at  His  word  in  -  to     still-ness  and  calm. 

life  from  the  dead  my   Re-deem-er      to  know, 
bounding  with  glad-ness,  triumphant      I      go. 

heal-ing   and  cleansing,  and  welcome  for    all. 
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I'm  rest -ing    at 


last,  I'm  resting  at  last, 


I'm  rest-  ing  in  Je-sus,  I'm  resting  at  last. 
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28        Ho!  every  one  that  is  thirsty. 


L.  J.  R. 


Isa.,  44—3. 


Lucy  J.  Rider. 
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1.  Ho!      ev-'ry    one     that       is  thirst  -  y      in      spir    -     it,    Ho!     ev  -  'ry 

2.  Child      of  the  world,  are      you  tired      of  your  bond  -  age?  Wea  -  ry     of 

3.  Child      of  the  king-dom,      be  flll'd    with  the     Spir   -     it,  Noth-ing  but 
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one  that  is  wea  -  ryand  sad,  Come  to  the  fountain,  there's  full-ness  of 
earth -joys,  so  false,  so  un  -  true ;  Thirst -ing  for  God  and  his  full-ness  of 
full-ness    thy  long  -  ing  can  meet,  'Tis      the  en  -  due-ment  f  or  lif  e    and  for 
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Je    -    sus,     All       that  you're  long    -  ing      for,  come  and  be  glad. 

bless  -  ing;   List         to     the     prom  -  ise—     a  mes  -  sage  for  you. 

ser  -   vice ;  Thine       is     the     prom  -  ise,      so  cer   -  tain,  so  sweet. 
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I  will  pour  wa-ter  on  him  that  isthirst-y,  I  will  pour  floods  up-on  the  dry  ground 
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O-pen  your  heart  for  the  gifts  I  am  bringing ;  While  ye  are  seeking  me,  I  will  be  found. 
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Since  I  have  been  Redeemed, 


E.  O.  E. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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song    I      love     to    sing.  Since  I 

Christ  that    sat  -  is  -  fies,  Since  I 

lVit-ness,bright  and  clear,  Since  I 


joy 


I     can't  ex-press,  Since  I 


home  pre-pared  for  me,  Since  I 


have  been 
have  been 
have  been 
have  been 
have  been 


re  -  deemed 
re  -  deemed, 
re  -  deemed, 
re  -  deemed, 
re  -  deemed, 
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Of    my     Re-deem-er,     Saviour,  King, Since  I  have  been  re-deemed. 

To     do      His    will    my  high-est prize, Since  I  have  been  re-deemed. 

Dis-pell  -  ing     ev  -  ery  doubt  and  fear,  Since  I  have  been  re- deemed. 

Although  His  blood  and    righteousness, Since  I  have  been  re- deemed. 

Where  I     shall  dwell  e    -    ter-nal  -  ly,    Since  I  have  been  re- deemed. 


Since  I have  been  redeem'd,  Since  I  have  been  redeem'd, 

Since  I  have  been  redeem' d,  Since  I  have  been  redeem'd,  Since  I  have  been  redeem'd, 


I     willglo-ry     in     His  name,     I    willglo-ry      in     my  Saviour's  name. 
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F.  B.H. 


Lord,  Undertake  for  Me. 
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Alt.  and  arr.  by  R.  Kblso  Carter. 
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O       Lord,    ex  -  alt  -  cd       far      on  high,     To     me,      in    deep  -  est 

When  the    fierce  tempter's       fi  -  ery  dart      As  -  sails   my  weak  and 

A    -    mid    the  world's  vain  pomp  and  show,    Make  me    Thy   deep  -  er 

Then,  Lord   of    glo  -  ry,      life     and  light,     II  -  lume     my   dull   and 

My     heart   with  Thy  good    Spir  -  it  fill,     Be     my     sup*-  port      in 
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need,  draw  nigh,  And  hear  my  sup-pli-«a-  ting  cry;  Lord.un-der-take  for  me! 
wayward  heart.  Give  faith  to  keep  the  bet -ter  part ;  Lord,  un-der- take  for  me! 
joys  to  know.  And  fol-low-ing  Thee,all  else  forego  ;Lord,un-der-take  for  me! 
blind- ed  sight, Grant  me  to  hear  Thy  voice  a-right ;  Lord,un-der-take  for  me! 
ev  -  'ry      ill,  And  per-fect  all  Thy  ho  -  ly    will ;  Lord,un-der-take  for  me! 
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On     Thee I        call Mv    trust     is 

On  Thee  I       call, 
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Thou  art 
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my  rock.my  strength.my     all ;  Lord,  un  -  der  -  take    for   me. 
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Step  Out  on  the  Promise. 


Arr.  by  E.  F.  M. 


E.  F.  Miller. 


1.  O    mourn  -  er  in        Zi    • 

2.  O       ye       that  are      hun 

3.  Who  sighs     for       a     heart 

4.  Step   out       on  this   prom 

9 1 — #-- 0 0 1 — »-- ' 


on.     how   bless  -   eel 
gry    and   thirst  -  y, 
iq    -    ui 


from     in 


art       thou, 
re    -    joice ! 
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ise,    and  Christ    thou  shalt      win, 

-0 0 ■      0    * 0 0 T 0-  ' 


^mm 


-4HH    1  ->■•   1    iA-i-i   p    w-ri  • v 


r 

For      Je    -    sus,      is     wait    -    ing      to      com  -  fort  thee     now, 

For      ye        shall     be     filled ;     do      you     hear      that  sweet  voice 

O      poor     trou  -  bled  soul !    there's   a      prom  -  ise  for      thee, 

"The  blood     of      His     Son  cleans  -  eth     us        from  all         sin," 


7=sn&-& * — r-*-- * * — r-*— * 0—j- — r- — 1 T — i 


Fear     not       to        re    -    ly 
In    -    vit  -  ing       you     now 
There's  rest,      wea  -  ry     one, 
It      cleans  -  eth     me      now, 

— 0- 


on      the     word      of  thy  God ; 

to      the      ban  -  quet  of  God ; 

in      the       bo    -    som  of  God ; 

hal  -  le   -    lu    -    jah  to  God; 
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Step  out  on  the  prom  -  ise, —  get  un  -  der  the  blood. 

Step  out  on  the  prom  -  ise, —  get  un  -  der  the  blood. 

Step  out  on  the  prom  -  ise, —  get  un  -  der  the  blood. 

I  rest  on  His  prom  -  ise, — I'm  un  -  der  the  blood. 
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He  Rose. 


As  sung  by  the  Boydton  Students. 


Arr.  by  D.  C.  Wright. 


m 


S3 


*3-j-J — l 

*"   «1 — *- 


4£ 

He  rose,       He  rose, 
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He  rose, 


He    rose  from  the  dead,  He  rose,         He  rose, 
He  rose,  He  rose,      He  rose, 
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He      rose  from  the  dead,    He  rose,        He  rose,  He    rose  from  the  dead, 

He  rose,         He  rose, 
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And  the  Lord  shall  bear  my  spir  -  it  home,  And  the  Lord  shall  bear  my  spirit  home. 
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1.  They  crucified  ray  Sav-iour,  andnail'dHimto  the  cross,  They  cru-ci-fied  ray  Saviour,  and 

2.  But  Joseph  begged  His  body,and  laid    it     in  the  tomb,    But  Joseph  begged  His  body, and 
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nailed  Him    to     the  cross.They  cru-ci  -  fied  my  Saviour,    and  nailed  Him  to      the  croRs, 
laid    it        in      the  tomb,  But  Jo-seph  begged  the  bod-y,   and  laid     it       in      the  tomb, 
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He    ROSe.        Concluded. 
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And  the  Lord  shall  bear  my  spir-it  home.  And  the  Lord  shall  bear  my  spirit  home. 
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3  || :  The  cold  grave  could  not  hold  him,  5  ||:  Sister  Mary  she  came  running;  her 

nor  death's  cold  iron  bands.  :||  Saviour  for  to  see.  :|| 

4  ||iAn   angel  came  from  heaven,   and  6  ||:  The  angel  said,  "He  is  not  here,  He's 

rolled  the  stone  away.  :||  gone  to  Galilee."  :|| 


33 

Rev.  Frank  Pollock. 

With  expression. 

tea 


I  Yield  to  Thee. 


fSfi 
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Chas.  E.  Pollock. 

I K— I K 


— Jzt*^_^;_,=£Lj.^X._^_: 


1 .  I  yield  to  Thee,my  Father :    O  take  this  heart  of  stone,  And  give  me  one  so 

2.  I  yield  to  Thee,dear  Jesus, Thy  blood  can  peace  impart;  And  write  Thy  name  most 

3.  I  yield  to  Thee, blest  Spirit,     To  take  the  full  control ;    Oh,  sane-  ti-fy  the 


m^ 


W=^L 


»     »     » 


REFRAIN. 


s 


=1- jg=qj-«       \    ,    -jztzz^Hip-qir- 

9     —     w  -0-    -i-   w         -#-•-#■    -»■    #  _ 

ten-der   That  it  shall  be   Thy  throne.  I     yield,. . . 

precious   Up -on     my  yielding  heart. 

pow-ers     Of  my  poor  yearning  soul.  I  yield, 
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yield,..-      I 
I  yield, 
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heart  of  stone  ;  0  give  me  one  so  ten  -  derThatit  shall  be  Thy  throne. 
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Beautiful  Hands. 


Mrs.  M.  E.  \Y. 


— T—K — N--N —        „     -77—1 F^~l — *— N — * — K — *~  Sr~\ 1 r 


1 .  Oh,those  beautiful, beautiful  hands  ITho'they  neither  were  white  nor  small,  Yet  my 

2.  Oh, those  beautiful,beautiful  hands  !  How  they  car'd  for  my  infant  days  !They  guid- 


^m 


mother's  hands  were  the  fairest  And    love  -  li-est     hands     of        ali 

ed    my  feet  in- to  pleasant  paths,  And  smoothed  all  the  rug   -    ged    ways. 
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My  mother's  dear  hands.her  beautiful  hands,  Which  guided  me  safe  o'er  life's  sands» 
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I      bless  God's  name  for  the  mem'ry  Of  moth-er's  own  beau-ti-ful      hands. 


3  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands ! 

As  they  pressed  my  aching  brow, 
They  cooled  the  fever  and  eased  the  pain — 
Methinks  I  can  feel  them  now. —  Cho. 

4  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands ! 

Thin  and  wrinkled  with  age  they  grew ; 
But  still  they  toiled  on  for  the  child  so  dear, 

And  her  love  seemed  more  tender  and  true. — Cho. 

5  Oh,  those  beautiful,  beautiful  hands ! 

I  stood  by  her  coffin  one  day, 
And  I  kissed  those  hands  so  cold  and  white, 
As  quiet  and  peaceful  she  lay. — Cho. 

6  Oh,  those  beautiful,  b.eautiful  hands 

I  shall  clasp  them  again  onee  more, 
As  my  feet  touch  the  bank  of  the  heavenly  land ; 
We  shall  meet  on  that  shining  shore. — Cho. 
Used  by  permission . 
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Oh,  Jesus!  Jesus! 


F.  W.  Fabek. 


D.  C.  Wright. 
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1.  Oh. 

2.  I 

3.  For 

4.  Oh 


Je  -  sus,    Je  -  sus,  dear  -  est  Lord!  For- give  me      if  I        say, 

love   Thee   so       I     know  not   how    My  transport     to  con  -  trol ; 

Thou   to     me      art     all      in      all ;     My  hon  -  or      and  my    wealth, 

light     in     darkness,   joy     in     grief.  Oh  heav'nbe  -  gun  on     earth; 
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For     ve  -  ry     love,  Thy   sa  -  cred  name,  A   thou- sand  times   a  day, 

Thy  love     is     like      a     burn-ing    fire.   With- in      my     ve  -  ry  soul, 

My  heart's  de  -  sire,   my    body's  strength.  My  soul's     e  -  ter  -  nal  health. 

Je  -  sus,      mv  love,  mv  treas  -  ure,  who   Can  tell    what  Thou  art  worth. 


zcz^: 





For     ve  -  ry     love  Thy     sa  -  ered  name   A   thou- sand  times    a  day. 

Thy  love     is     like      a     burn  -  ing   fire.    With-in     my     ve  -  ry  soul. 

My  heart's  de  -  sire,    my    bod-y's  strength.My  soul's   e  -  ter  -  nal  health. 

Je  -  sus,     mv  love,    mv  treas  -  ure,  who    Can  tell   what  Thou  art  worth. 
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Oh,    Je  -  sus.  Lord,  with  me     a  -  bide  ;  I     rest     in   Thee,  what'er     be  -  tide  ; 
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Thy  gra  -  eious  smile  is     my     re  -  ward  ;    I     love.     I      love  Thee,  Lord ! 
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Behold  the  Bridegroom! 

Words  and  Music  by  R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  Are  you  ready  for  the  Bridegroom  when  He  comes, when  He  comes?  Are  you  ready  for  the 

2.  Haveyour  lamps  trimm'd  and  burning  when  He  comes,  when  He  comes;  Have  your  lamp* 

[trimm'd  and 

3.  We  will  all  go  out  to  meet  Him  when  He  comes, when  He  comes ;  We  will  all  go    out  to 
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Bridegroom  when  He  corner,  when  He  comes?Bebold!He  cometh  IBehold  He  cometh  !Be- 
burn-ing  when  He  comes,  when  He  comes  :  He  quickly  cometh,He  quiekly  cometh,    O, 
meet  Him  when  He  comes,  when  He  comes;  He  surely  cometh !He  sure-ly  cometh  1  We'll 
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CHORUS. 
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rob'd  and  ready, for  the  Bridegroom  comes. Behold  the  Bridegroom, for  He  comes,for  He  comes  !Be 
soul !  be  ready  when  thr>  Bridegroom  comes, 
go  to  meet  Him,  when  the  Bridegroom  comes. 
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hold  the  Bridegroom,  for  He  comes, for  He  comes  IBehold  !He  cometh  Ibehold  !He  cometh !  Be 
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»3^    d  1  * — *    j^rH  We  will  chant  alleluias  ||  :when  He  comes  ; :  || 
We  will  chant  alleluias  || :  when  He  comes ; :  || 
Lo  !  now  He  cometh ! 
Lo !  now  He  cometh ! 


Sing  alleluia !  for  the  Bridegroom  comes. 


rob'd  and  ready,for  the  Bridegroom  comes 
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Tis  so  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Wordt  by  Mr*.  Louisa  M.  R.  Stba». 


Mmk  »y  W.  J.  Kiiucpatiuck.     By  per. 
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1.  Tic     so  tweet  to   trust   in     Je-  bus,  Just  to    take  him   at     his  word, 

2.  0,  how  sweet  to  trust  in  Je  -  sus,  Just  to  trust  his  cleansing  blood ; 
I.  Yea,  'tis  sweet  to  trust  in  Je  -  sus,  Just  from  sin  and  self  to  cease ; 
4.  Tm     to     glad     I  l^eara'd  to  truit  thee, Precious    Je  -  sus,  Sariour, Friend 
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Just  to  rest  up  -  on  his  promise;  Just  to  know,  "Thus  salth  the  Lord." 
Just  in  sim-ple  faith  to  plunge  me 'Neath  the  healing,  cleansing  flood. 
Just  from  Je  -  sus  sim-ply  taking  Life,  and  rest,  and  joy  and  peace 
And   I     know  that  thou  art  with  me,  Wilt  be   with  me    to     the     end. 
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Je  -  sua,  Je  -  sua,  how  I  trust  him ;  How  Pre  proVd  him  o'er  and  o'er. 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  -  bus,  Precious  Je  -  bub  !  O    for  grmeo  to  trust  him  more. 
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It  is  Good  to  be  Here. 


Butler. 


Dr.  H. 


1 .  With  Thee,precious  Lord,I  would  stay,Thy  presence  my  lone  heart  doth  cheer, 

2.  If.  Lord,  with  Thy  presence  I'm  blest,  How  ma- ny  sad  hearts  I    can  cheer. 

3.  As   ov  -  er  life's  pathway  I      go,      O       Je  -  su=,  be  Thou  ev  -  er  near, 

4.  And  when  to  death' sriv  -  er    I    come,  With  Thee  I  have  noth-ing  to    fear; 

5.  And   there   on  thatheav-en-ly  shore,  With  Thee  and  rnykin-dred  so    dear, 
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My  darkness  has  vanished  a  -  way,    I     find     it      is  good  to 

They  too  may  enjoy  this  sweet  rest,  And  know  that 'tis  good  to 

I'll  sing  then, 'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 'Tis  good,  yes,  'tis  good  to 

I'll  shout  as  I'm  near- ing  my  home,'Tis  good,  yes,  'tis  good  to 

I'll   sing  this  sweet  song«v-er-more,  'Tis  good,  yes,  'tis  good  to 
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be 
be 
be 
be 


here, 
here, 
here, 
here, 
here. 
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Oh.  yes,  it     is  good  to  be  here Thy  glory  around  me  doth  shine  ;Oh, 

to   be  here, 
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yes,     it    is  good  to   be  here,  to  be  here,Pm  now  filled  with  rapture  di-  vine. 
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At  the  Cross. 


R.  Kelso  Carter.      From  "Highway  Songs"  by  permission. 


E.   E.  NlCKIRSON. 
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0  Je- sus,  Lord,  thy      dy-ing  love  Hath  pierc'd  my  con  - 
A   -   mid  the  night  of      sin  and  death  Thy  light  hath  fill'd 

1  kiss  thy  feet,    I      clasp  thy  hand,  I       touch  thy  bleed 
My  Lord,  my  light,  my  strength,  my  all,  I       count  my  gain 
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heart ; 
soul; 
side; 
loss ; 
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take 
me 
let 
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my  life,    and  let  me  prove  How  dear  to      me   thou 

thy  lov  -  ing  voice  now  saith,  Thy  faith  hath  made  thee 

me  here    for  -  ev   -  er  stand,  Where  thou  wast  cru-ci   - 

er  let      thy  love  en  -  thrall,  And  keep  me     at     the 
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At    the    cross,     at    the  cross,  where  I         first    6aw  the  light,    And  the 
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bur  -  den    of      my    heart    rolTd  a    -  way,        It      was     there    by 
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faith    I       re-ceived    my  sight,  And  now     I       am    hap-py  night  and  day ! 
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Rev.  F.  Bottome. 


Lore  of  Jesus. 


Yonkers.  7s.  Doubt*. 


1.  Love   of    Je  -  sus     all     di  -  vine,  Fill    this  long- ing  heart     of  mine; 

2.  Thou   a  -  lone  my   trust  shall  be,    Thou  a  -  lone  canst   corn-fort    me; 

3.  Thou  hast  wro't  this  fond  de  -  sire.  Kin- died  here     this     sa  -  cred  flame, 
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Cease- less  struggling  af  -  ter     life.Wea  -  ry  with     the     end- less  strife. 

On  -  ly     Je  -  sus,    let   Thy  grace  Be      my  shield  and    hid  -  ing-place; 
Wean' dmv  heart  from  all     be- low.  Thee,  and  Thee     a  -   lone    to  know; 
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Sav-iour  Je  -  sus,  lend  Thine  aid,  Lift  Thou  up  my  faint  -  ing  head! 
Let  me  know  Thy  sav  -  ingpow'r.In  temp-ta  -  tion's  here  -  est  hour  ; 
Thou  who  hast  in- spired  the  cry  Thou     a  -  lone  canst   sat  -  is  -  fy ; 

0    t     t    gnu     i    r    Z-  ^ — 0' 


M 


Lead  me     to    my  long-sought  rest.Pil-lowed  on     Thy 
Then, my  Sav-iour,  in      Thy  side  Let     me     ev   -    er 
Love  of     Je  -  sus,  all       di  -  vine.Fill 


lov- ing  breast. 

more  a  -  bide. 

this  long  -  inar  heart   of  mine. 
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E.  O.  E. 


Pve  Washed  my  Robes. 


E.  O.  Excell. 


^i^a^S^itpSill 


1 .  My  robes  were  once  all  stain'd  with  sin,  I  knew  not  how  to  make  them  clean ; 

2.  Thatpromise,"who-so  -  ev  -  er  will,"  In-  clud-ed   me— includes  me  still 

3.  I      do  not  doubt,  nor   do     I      say,  "I    hope  the  stains  are  wash'd  away/ 

4.  Oh,  who  will  come  and  wash  to  -  day,  'Till  all  their  stains  are  wash'd  away ; 
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Un  -  til     a  voice  said,sweet  and  low,"Gowash,ITl  make  them  white  as  snow." 
I     came,  and  ev  -  er  since     I  know,  His  blood,  it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow." 
For     in     His  Word  I   read    it     so:  His  blood  it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow. 
Un  -  til    by  faith  they  see  and  know  Their  robes  are  wash'd  as  white  as  snow  ? 
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I've  wash'd  my  robes in   Je-sus'   blood 

I've  wash'd  my  robes                          hi 
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and   He   has 

sus'  blood, 
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made them  white  as  snow, I've  wash'd  my  robes in  Je-  sus' 

And  He  has  made  them  white  as  snow,         I've  wash'd  my  robes 
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blood, and  He  has  made them  white  as  snow, white  as  snow. 

in   Je-sus' blood,        And  He  has  made  them  white  as  snow, white  as  snow. 
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He  Saves  to  the  Uttermost. 


J  NO.   R.   SWENEY. 


*         •#■       -0-    .  -0r    -&-        -0-  -#•** 

1 .  I     was  once   far     a  -  way  from  the  Saviour,  And  as     vile     as       a 

2.  But       there  in    that  lone-ly  hour  A  voice     sweet-ly 

3.  Ful-lv  then  trust-ed     I       in  Je-sus,  And  oh,  what     a 
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sin-ner  could  be  ; . . . .     I         won  -  dered  if  Christ  the    Re  -  deem  -  er, 

whisper'dto     me, Saying, ''Christ  the  Redeem  -  er,    hath  pow  -  er 

jov  came  to     me ; . . . .  Mv       heart       was      filled    with      prais  -  es 
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Would  save  a  poor  sin  -  ner  like  me.  I  wan  -  dered  on  in  the 
To  save  a  poor  sin  -  ner  like  thee.*'  I  listen' d  and  lo! 'twas  the 
For  He  saved  a    poor  sin  -  ner  like  me.       No  Ion  -  ger  in  darkness  I'm 
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ness,  Not  a  ray  of  light  could  I  see 
iour  That  was  speaking  so  kind  to  me 
ing,  For  the  light   is     shin-ing   on  me 
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And  the  tho't  filled  my 

I  cried  I'm   the 

And  now  un  -  to    oth- 
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heart  with         sad  -  ness.There'sno  hope    for     a      sin-ner     like    me. 
chief  of  sin  -  ners,Thou  canst  save     a     poor  sin  -  ner     like    me. 

era       I'm  tell  -  ing  How  He  saved     a     poor  sin  -  ner     like    me. 
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Never  Alone. 


As  Sung  by  Thos.  E.  Leyden. 


Used  by  permission.       Arr.  by  J.  P.  Weston. 


mw^iuujB^ 


1 .  I  have  seen  the  lightning  flashing,  And  heard  the  thunder  roll ;     I  have  felt  6in'g 

2 .  When  this  world's  winds  are  blowing.Temptations  sharp  and  keen,  I . .     have  a 

3.  When  in   affliction's  dark  val-ley,  Tread-ing  the  footpaths  of  care,  My  Saviour 

4.  For me  he  died  on  the  mountain,  For  me  they  pierc'd  his  side  ;  For    me  he 
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breakers  dashing,      Trying  to  conquer  my  soul :  But  I  heard  the  voice  of  my 
peace  in  knowing     My  Saviour  stands  be-tween  :        Stands  to  shield  me  from 
helps  me  to  carry  My  cross  when  heavy  to  bear  :  When  my  feet  are  entangl'd  witfc 
open'd  the  fountain,The  crimson  sin-cleansing  tide :  For  me  he's  pleading  in 


m 


Sav  -  iour — Telling  me  still  to  fight  on  —  And  he  promis'd  never  to  leave  me, 
dan  -  ger,  When  earthly  friends  are  all  gone,  For  he  promis'd  never  to  leave  me, 
bri  -   ars    Of  sin,  to  tum-ble  me  down,My  Saviour  then  whispers  this  promise, 
glo  -  ry,From  whence  he'll  come  for  his  own  ;He'll  remember  me,for  he's  promis'd 
M.  •  *.•      is     N     s  *-  ;  .#.  .#.     M. 
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REFRAIN. 


p^nrijj^mmiT-m^m 


Nev-er  to  leave  me  a  -  lone. 
3d  v.-"  I  never  will  leave  thee  alone." 

rv\  "!~~~ 


No,  never  a  -  lone,  No,   never  a  - 

No,  never  alone,  No, 
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lone, He  promised  never  to   leave  me, 

never  a-lone,  jl     jl  jl     ^  4.  i     jb.  •  jl 
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No,  nev-er    a  -  lone. 
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Surrendered, 


Dr.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 


feE 
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1.  I'm     all    sur  -  ren-dered  to     the  Lord, The  world  no  Ion -ger  pleas -es. 

2.  How  ten  -  der-ly      He  holds  my  hand  IThro'  pas  aires  green  He  Lads  me. 

3.  By     day,    by  night  He's  al- ways  near,  Sweet  joy  and  comfort  bringing; 

4.  Oh,    vie  -  to  -  ry  that's   al-ways  sure !  Oh,blest  e  -  man  -  ci  -  pa  -  tion ! 


I've  yield-ed  all  to  His  con-trol,  Ac-cept-ing  on  -  ly  Je  -  sus. 
My  thirst-ing  soul  He  sat  -  is  -  fies,  With  heavenly  man-na  feeds  me. 
Oh,  how  my  soul  ex-  ults  a  -  new  When  praise  to  Je  -  sus  sing-ing. 
Oh,  vanquished  tempter  of    my  soullOh.  free   and  full    sal  -  va-tion. 
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Julia  H.  Thayer. 


Missing, 

Solo  or  Quartette. 


Dk.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  Late  at     night   I     saw   the  Shepherd  Toiling  slow  a  -  long  the  hill, 

2.  Just  one     ten  -  der  lamb  was  missing  When  He  called  them  all  by  name ; 

3.  Far  a  -  way    the  tru  -  ant  sleeping,    By  the  chasm     of      de-spair; 
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Though  the  flock  be- low  were  gathered  In  the  fold 
While  the  oth-ers  heard  and  folio wed,This  one,  on 
Lay      un- conscious  of    its  dan-ger,    Shivering   in 

m •-&•— f-^-iM» -t~r#— # rtffe 4k-H3-. 


I 

so  warm  and  still ; 
ly.  nev  -  er  came. 
the  moun-tain  air. 


D.  S. — As  He  searched  the  misty  val-leys,  As 

Oft  He  vain- ly  paused  to  lis- ten  For 

Took  it     in     His  lov-ing  bosom,  And 
44 


He  climb  the  frost  -  y  heights 
an  answering  tone     a- gain. 
His  soul  was     sat  -  is  -  fied. 


Missing. 


Duet,  ad  lib. 


Ilppa 


Concluded. 


D.S. 
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On     His  face     I         saw     the  anguish,  In     His  locks  the  drops  of  night, 
Oft    His  voice  rang  thro' the  darkness   Of    that  long,long  night  of  pain. 
But     at  last     the     Shepherd  found  it,    Found  it  ere     in   sleep   it   died, 
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At  the  Fountain. 


Miss  Eva  L..  Wells. 


Slow,    s  s  4y 


1 .  Of  Him  who  did   sal  -  va  -  tion  bring,  I'm  at 

2.  Ask  but  His  grace,  and  lo !  'tis  giv'n,  I'm  at 

3.  Tho'  sin  and   sor- row  wound  my  soul,  I'm  at 

4.  Let    all   the  world  fall  down  and  knowj'm  at 

5.  Where'er  I     am,  where'er     I    move,  I'm  at 


the  foun-tain  drinking, 
the  foun-tain  drinking, 
the  foun-tain  drinking, 
the  foun-tain  drinking, 
the  foun-tain  drinking, 
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I  could  for  -  ev  -  er  think  and  sing,  I'm 
Ask,  and  He  turns  your  hell  to  heav'n,  I'm 
Je  -  sus,  Thy  balm  will  make  it  whole,  I'm 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show,  I'm 
I      meet  the    ob  -  ject      of    my    love,  I'm 


on 
on 
on 
on 
on 


my  jour-ney  home, 
my  jour-ney  home. 
my  jour-ney  home, 
my  jour-ney  home, 
my  jour-ney  home. 


CHORUS 


EK 


Glory  to  God,I'm  at  the  fountain  drinking  ;Glory  to  God,I'm  onmy  journey  home. 
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47       The  Angels  are  looking:  on  me. 


From  "High-way  Songs"  by  permission. 


Iter.  John  Parker. 


J.  P.  WmsroN. 


jaarrnirmif  i  i  i.rmfj 


1.  Like  Ja  -  cob,  in     his  Beth-el     rest,  The  an-gels  are  look-ing   on 

2.  Each  night  I     lay  me  down  to  sleep, The  an-gels  are  look-ing   on 

3.  And  when  I  wake,  new  toils  to  meet, The  an-gels  are  look-ing    on 

4.  A       pil-grim  to     the  heav'nly  land, The  an-gels  are  look-ing    on 
6.  And  till     I   reach  my  home  at  last,  The  an-gels  are  look-ing   on 


me; 
me; 
me; 
me; 
me; 
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They  watch  my  pil-low— I  am  blest,The  an 
I  know  I'm  safe,  for  an-gels  keep,The  an 
God's  presence  makes  my  joy  complete.The  an 
My  steps  are  kept  by  God's  command,The  an 
With  ev  -  'ry   tear  and  tri  -  al  past,The  an 


gels  are  look-ing  on  me. 

gels  are  look-ing  on  me. 

gels  are  look-ing  on  me. 

gels  are  look-ing  on  me. 

gels  are  look-ing  on  me. 
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CHORUS. 
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All    night,       all      night,  The  an  -  gelt  are  look-ing      on      me. 
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All     night,       all     night,  The   an  -  gels  are  look-ing      on     me 
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Satisfied. 


Miss  Clara  Teare. 


R.  E.  Hudson 


v     U  I  i 

1.  All  my  life    long  I     had  pant- ed     For     a  draught  from  some  cool  spring 

2.  Feeding  on     the  husks  a-round  me,  Till  my  strength  was   al-most  gone, 

3.  Poor  I  was,  and  sought  for  rich- es,    Something  that  would  sat  -  is  -  fy. 

4.  Well  of  wa  -  ter,    ev  -  er  springing,   Bread  of  life,     so      rich   and  free, 
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That  I  hop 'd  would  quench  the  burning,  Of  the  thirst  I  felt  with  -  in. 
Long'd  my  soul  for  something  bet- ter,  On  -  ly  still  to  hun-ger  on. 
But  the  dust  I  gath-ered  round  me  On  -  lymock'd  my  soul's  sad  cry. 
Un-told  wealth  that  nev-er    fail-  eth,  My  Re-deem  -  er       is      to     me. 


CHORUM 
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Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  I  have  found  Him — Whom  my  soul  so   long  hascrav'd! 
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Je  -  sus  sat  -  is  -  fies  my  long  -  ings  ;Thro'  His  blood  I     now  am  saVd. 


s=& 


t=± 


i 


t=t 


S 


Used  by  permission. 
47 


49       In  the  Secret  of  His  Presence. 


Rev.  Henry  Burton,  M.  A. 
Moderato. 


IME 


(Used  by  permission.)                  Jno.  R.  Swbnit. 
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1.  In  the  se  -  cret  of  his  presence,  I     am     kept  from  strife  of  tongues ; 

2.  In  the  se  -  cret  of  his  presence,  All  the     dark-ness    dis  -  ap-pears; 

3.  In  the  se  -  cret  of  his  presence,  Nev-er  -  more  can   foes   a  -  larm ; 

4.  In  the  se  -  cret  of  his  presence,  Is     a      sweet  un  -  bro-ken  rest ; 
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His     pa  -  vil  -  ion    is      a -round  me,  And  with  -  in     are  ceaseless 
For      a       sun  that  knows  no  setting,Throws  a     rain-bow  on    my 
In      the      shadow     of    the    Highest,    I      can     meet  them  with  a 
Pleasures,  joys,  in    glo-rious  fullness,  Mak-ing    earth  like   E  -  den 
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Stormy     winds  his  word  ful  -  fill-  ing,  Beat  with-out,  but  can-not   harm, 
So     the     day  grows  ev  -  er     light-er,  Broad'ning  to     the  per-fect    noon, 
For  the   strong  pa  -  vil  -  ion  hides  me,Turns  their  fi  -  'ry   darts  a  -  side, 
So     my  peace  grows  deep  and  deeper,  Widening      as     it    nears  the   sea. 
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For   the  Master's  voice  is     stilling  Storm  and  tempest     to      a 

So      the  day  grows  ev  -  er  brighter,  Heav'n  is  coming   near  and 

And   I  know,whate'er  be-tides  me,    I     shall  live,  be-cause  he 

For   my  Saviour     is     my     Keeper,  Keep-ing  mine,  and  keeping 


calm, 
soon. 
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In  the  Secret  of  His  Presence,   concluded. 

CHORUS. 
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In     the    se     -    -    -     -     cret   of    his      presence,  Je  -  sus    keeps 

In   the  se  -  cret   of     his       presence,  Je-sus 

h,^h__-P-.P-.£2.  +-  *- 

X    0     0       %       t—* 


¥     ¥ 


In     the 

shad     -    -    -     - 

\\  #- — **              *-      IL 

1 " —                """ — "* 

V  r                        iN      h 

.1 

A 

A.          ft        ».            J 

• 

fm           P        r     2      * 

"i        1 

IMJ                 r             1          *             : 

«/          i/     p      #     * 

I     know  not 

how; 

m       0 
In     the 

V     ¥     V     v 

shadow     of    the 

3 


keeps,  I     know  not    how,  I    know  not  how; 
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the  shadow  of  the  highest,  I    am   rest-ing,  hid  -  ing  now. 
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111 


Happy  Day. 


(  O,     hap  -  py  day,  that  fix'd  my  choice  On  thee  my  Sav-iour  and  my  God !  > 
(  Well  may  this  glow-ing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell  its  rap-tures   all    a-broad.  $ 


O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ; 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 
Chorus.— Happy  day,  &c. 
3 
"lis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine: 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 
Chorus.— Happy  day,  fcc. 


Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest, 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
Chorus. — Happy  day,  &c. 
5 
High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  tow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
Chorus. — Happv  day,  &c 
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The  Lily  of  the  Valley. 


as  Sung  by  Eswabo  E.  Nicsjbbson. 


Att.  by  Joshua  Qtll. 
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1.  I'velound  a  friend  in  Jesus,  He's  everything  to  me,  He's  the  fairest  of  ten 

2.  He    all  my  griefs  has  taken,  and  all  my  aorro ws  borne ;  In  temptation  He's  my 

3.  He'll  never,  never  leave  me,  nor  yet  foraake  me  here,  While  I  live  by  faith  and 


B  liillv  f,l^    1/11,1, li, I, M 


thou-sand  to  mysoul;The  Li-ly  of  the  Valley  in  Him  a-lone  I    see.  All  I 


thou-sand  to  mysoul;The  Li-ly  of  the  Valley  in  Him  a-lone  I    see,  All  I 
strong  and  mighty  tow'r ;  I've  all  for  Him  forsaken,  I've  all  my  i-dols  torn  From  my 
do         His  blessed  will ;  A  wall  of  fire  about  me,  I've  nothing  now  to  fear  ;  With  Hia 
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y  whole ;  In  sorrow  he's  my  comfort,  in  trouble  he'a 
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need  to  cleanse  and  make  me  fully  whole ;  in  sorrow  he's  my  comtort,  in  trouble  he's  my 
heart, and  now  he  keeps  me  by  his  pow*r  ,  Though  all  the  world  forsake  me4  and  Satan 

[tempts  me 
man-na  He  my  hun-gry  soul  shall  fill ;  Then  sweeping  up  to  glory  wesee  His  blessed 
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CHORUS. — In  sorrow  He's  my  comfort  jn  trouble  He's  my 
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•tay,    He    tells  me  every    care  on  Him  to    roll.  He's  the  Li  -  ly  of  the 

sore,Through  Jesus  I  shall  safe  -  ly  reach  the  goal.  He's  the  Li-ly  of  the 

face,  Where  rivers  of  de  -  light  shall  ev  -  er   roll.  He's  the  Li  -  ly  of  the 
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stay,  He  tells  me  every  care  on  Him  to  rolU  He's  the  Li'  ly    of   the 
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Valley,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my  soul 
Valley,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fairest  often  thousand  to  my  soul 
Valley,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my  soul 
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ValUy,  the  bright  and  morning  Star,  He's  the  fairest  often  thousand  to  my  soul 
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I  Praise  the  Lord, 


H.  L.  G. 


Dr.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 
Har.  by  Mamie  P.  Gilmour. 
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1.  I  praise  the  Lord, -when  full  of    sin,     A    will-ing    Sav-iourtookme  in, 

2.  I  praise  the  Lord,  when  I  was  blind,  And  knew  not  where  the  path  to  find, 

3.  I  praise  the  Lord.I'm   in     the  way,  My  prospects  bright'ning  ev'ry  day, 

4.  I  praise  the  Lord,'mid  raging  storms  My    soul  has   ref-uge  from  a-larm 

5.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  sweet  re  -  pose  From  inward  fears  and  outward  foes  ; 

6.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  peace  within  ;I  praise  the  Lord  I'm  cleansed  from  sin 
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And  now  I  love  to  dwell  with  Him;  Oh,  glo-ry,  hal  -  le  -  lu-jah! 
The  Spir  -  it  came,  with  words  so  kind,  And  pointed  me  to  Je  -  sus. 
And, Je  -  sus  help- ing.    I     will  stay,  And nev  -  er  leave  my   Sav-iour. 

By  rest-ing     on   the    mighty     arm   Of    Je  -  sus  Christ  my  Sav-iour. 

A  peace-ful  stream  of  pleas- ure  flows  When  leaning  on  my   Sav-iour. 

I  praise  the  Lord.  I'm  free   in  Him  ;Oh,  glo  -  ry,    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah ! 
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to    His  name ; 
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I  praise  the  Lord  the  Lamb  was  slain    to     save   a  world   of    sin-ners. 
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Rev.  C.  H.  Whitecar. 


Sing  of  the  Lamb. 


D.  D. 


H.  L.   GlLMOUR. 


1 .  Sing  of  the  Lamb,  whose  love  and  po  w'r  Rescued  the  world  in  its  darkest  hour, 

2.  Sing  of  the  Lamb,  whose  blood  was  shed,  Who  lay  among,  yet  left  the  dead; 

3.  Sing  of  the  Lamb,  His   blood  ap-plied,  That  saves  the  sinner  jus-ti  -  fied, 

4.  Sing  of  the  Lamb  who  is  to  stand  OnZion'sMount.in  Glo-ry  Land, 

5.  Sing  of  the  Lamb,    all  kin  -   dred  here,  Who  in  His  glorious  triumphs  share  ; 
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While    an- gel  hosts  in  -  tent-ly    gaze.  And  heav'n  is  filled  with  ho-  ly  praise. 
To  save  from  sin.and  death's  dread  power,He  triumphed  in  thedark-est  hour. 
Cleans- ing  right- eous-ness      a  -   way,  Which  on  the  troubled  conscience  lay. 
When  all  the  blood- wash' d  host  shall  sing,"  Jesus  our  Prophet,Priest,and  King."' 
Singtothe  Lamb,  with    all     a  -  bove,  Who  taste  the  full-ness  of  His  love. 
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CHORUS.  Faster 
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Sing, 
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with  rap-ture,  sing,  oh,  sing 
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Sing,oh,  sing,      sing,     oh,sing,  Sing  with  rapture,Sing,oh,sing  with  rapture, 
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His  shrine 


your  prais 
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To  His  shrine  your  prais-es  bring,         To  His  shrine  your  praises     bring, 


Sing, 
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sing 
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with    rap-ture,  sing,  oh,sing,  with  rapture ; 
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Sing,  oh,  sing,         sing,  oh,  sing, 
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Sing  of  the  Lamb,  concluded. 
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Hal    -    le  -  lu-jahs     fill         the  air,  From  all  who  Je-sus'  mercies  share. 
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Priscilla  J.  Owens. 


Jesus  Saves. 


WK.  J.   KlRKPATRICK. 


1.  Wehavehearda  joy-ful sound, Je-sus  saves,  Je- sus  saves, Spread  the  gladness 

2.  Waft  it  on     the  roll- ing  tide,     Je-sus  saves,  Je- sus  saves,  Tell     to   sin-ners, 

3.  Sing  a-bove  the  bat- tie's  strife,  Je-sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves,  By  His  death  and 

4.  Give  the  wind  a  might- y  voice,  Je-sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Let  the  na-tions 
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all  around,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves  ;Bear  the  news  to  every  land,Climb  the 
far  and  wide,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves  ;Sing,ye  islands  of  the  sea,    Ech  -  o 
endless  life,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves  ;Sing  it  softly  thro'  the  gloom,  When  the 
now  rejoice,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves ;  Shout  salvation  full  and  free,High-est 


steeps  and  cross  the  waves, Onward,'tis  our  Lord's  command,  Jesus  saves,  Je-sus  saves, 
back,  yeo-cean  caves,Earth  shall  keep  herju  -  bi-lee,  Jesus  saves,  Je-sus  saves, 
heart  for  mercy  craves,  Sing  in  triumph  o'er  the  tomb,  Jesus  saves,  Je-sus  saves, 
hills  and  deepest  caves.This  our  song  of  vic-to  -  ry,      Jesus  saves,  Je-sus  saves. 
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Shall  I  be  Saved  To-night. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Bliss  Wilson.    By  per. 


1.  Je  -  sus     is    pleading  with  my    poor  soul,  Shall 

2.  Je  -  sus   was  nailed  to     the  cross  for    me,    Shall 

3.  Je  -  sus     is  knock- ing   at    my  poor  heart,  Shall 

4.  What  if  that  voice   I  should  hear   no  more,  Shall 


be  saved 
be  saved 
be  saved 
be  saved 


■night  ? 
night  ? 
night? 
•night  ? 
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How  can 
What  if 
Quickly 
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be-lieve,  He  will  make  me  whole.  Shall  I  be 
my  heart  so  un  -  grate  -  ful  be  ?  Shall  I  be 
His  Spir-  it  should  now  de-part?  Shall  I  be 
I'll    o  -  pen    this  bolt  -  ed  door,     Save  me,  O 
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saved  to-night: 
saved  to-night: 
saved  to-night : 
Lord,    to-night. 
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Ten-  der  -  ly,  sad-ly      I  hear  Him  say, How  can  you  grieve  me  from  day  to  day  ? 
Now  He  will  save  me    by  grace  divine,Now,  if    I  will,  I  may  call  Him  mine; 
O  -  ver  and  o  -  ver  His  voice  I  hear,  Sweet-ly  it  falls  on  my  list'ning  ear ; 
Bless-  ed  Re-deem-er,  come  in,  come  in,  Pi  -  ty  my  sorrow,  forgive   my  sin? 
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Shall  I 
Can  I  the  pleasures 
Shall  I  re  -  ject  Him 
Now  let  Thy  work  in 


of  earth  re-sign? 
—a  friend  so  dear 
my  soul    be- gin, 


old  way,  Or  shall  I 


Oh.shall  I 
Oh,shaU  I 
For  I     will 


be 
be 
be 
be 


saved  to-night? 

saved  to-night? 

saved  to-night? 

saved  to-night. 
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H.  POLUARD,   l88l. 

CHORUS.^ 


The  New  Song. 

Southern  Melody. 
As  Sung  by  Eld.  D.  R.  Mansfixlb. 
(Arr.   bv  F.  A.  Rlackmkr.) 
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Wait 
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while,  Then 


we'll  sing 
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the    New  Song, 
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Wait 
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we'll     sing 


the       New    Song. 
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1.  When  the  gTeat  Ju  -  bi  - 

2.  When  the  long  night   of 

3.  When  the  glad  shout  shall 


lee  shall  come, 
«in  shall  close, 
rend  the   6ky, 


Then  we'll 
Then  we'll 
Then  we'll 


sing  the  New  Song, 
6ing  the  New  Song, 
sing     the  New  Song, 
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D.C.  Chorus. 
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And  Christ  shall  take  his  ransom'd  home,  Then  w*'ll 
And  life's  fair  day  shall  end  our  woes,  Then  we'll 
"O  grave,  where  is      thy    Tic-  to-  ry?"   Then    well 


I 

sing  the  New  Song, 
sing  the  New  Song, 
sing  the  New  Song. 
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4  When  sorrow,  pain  and  death  are  o'er,  %  When  we  shall  tread  life's  river  brink, 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song,  Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song, 

And  sighs  and  tears  shall  be  no  more,  And  of  those  crystal  waters  drink. 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song.  Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 

6  When  to  the  pearly  gates  we  come,  7  Where  all  will  be  immortal,  fair, 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song ;  There  we'll  sing  the  New  Song,  [wear, 

When  we  hare  reach'd  our  blissful  home,  When  blood-wash'd  robes  are  oura  to 

Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song.  Then  we'll  sing  the  New  Song. 
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57        The  Waters  of  Jordan  may  Roll, 
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From  '"•Highway  Songs"  by  permission. 
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1.  The  waves  of  death's  river  are  dark  and  cold,  But  Jesus  himself  has  pass'd  thro' ; 

2.  On     this  side  the  riv-er     is    war  and  strife 'Gainst  sin  by  God's  faithful  few, 

3.  On     this  side  the  riv-er      a     heav'nly  peace  Is  offered  to  y  ou  and  to      me; 

4.  As     we  ford  the  riv-er  in  sight  of  the  land,  Our  comrades  will  stand  on  the  shore; 
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The  Saviour  in  mercy  thy  hand  will  hold:  His  promise  is  faithful  and  true. 

Yet  trembling  sinners  are  en  -ter-ing  life,The  po w'r  that  will  carry  them  through, 

From  doubting  and  sin  there  is  sweet  release,Till  crossing  with  Jesus  to     be. 

As  our  soldiers'  feettouch  the  shining  strand,We'll  sing  on  the  gold-en  shore. 
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CHORUS. 
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Oh,  the     waters  of  Jordan  may  roll,         But     Je-sus  wil)  *>arry  me  through 
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His  peace  is  now  filling  my    soul,       Oh,    that   it     weregiv-en     to     you! 


4=4 


=F— 0- 


V — i/ — ^ — i/- 


ppi 


Sal 


-0-f-£- 


58 

Jennie  Garnett. 


Go  and  Tell  Jesus. 
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Wm.J.  Kirkpatkick. 
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1.  Go    and  tell   Je  -  sus,    O     des  -  o  -  late  heart,  Go   and  tell   Je  -  sus  how 

2.  Go    and  tell  Je  -  sus,  so  read-y     to    hear,   Whisper  thy  sor  -  row    a- 
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wea  -  ry     thou     art ;    Wea  -  ry     of    try  -  ing  with-out     Him     to      live, 
lone     in      His      ear  ;  Long  hast  thou  griev'd  Him.but  still  He        is     kind  ; 
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CHORUS. 
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Seek- ing   for  comfort  the  world  «annot  give.     Go and  tell  Je-sus, 

Ask,  He    will  give  thee  ;go  seek  thou  andfind. 
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Go  and  tell  Je-  sus.tell  Je  -  sus, 
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Tell  Him  how  wea  -  ry  thou     art, 
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Go,  thy  Saviour  is   wait-mg, 
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how  Avearv  thou  art, 
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I    3  Narrow  the  gate  but  a  light  thou  wilt  see 
Shining  above  it,  and  shining  for  thee ; 
Go,  and,  believing,  acknowledge  thy  sin ; 
Knock,  He  will  open  and  welcome  thee  in. 
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Waiting  to  comfort  thy  heart 

to  comfort  thy  heart. 

S    s    S    I         i  Go  and  tell  Jesus  thy  soul  is  oppressed, 

0    0  -+  * Go  and  tell  Jesus  'tis  longing  for  rest, 

Helpless.  dependent,bend  low  at  His  throne, 
Clinging  by  faith  to  His  merits  alone. 
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W.J.K. 


Saved  to  the  Uttermost. 


Wm.J.  Kikkpatrick. 


1.  Saved  to  the  ut  -  ter-most;I      am   the  Lord's,  Je  -  sus     my  Saviour. sal- 

2.  Saved  to  the  ut  -  ter-most;Jc  -  sus    is    near,     Keep- big    me   safe-ly,  He 

3.  Saved  to  the  ut  -  ter-most;this  I      can    say.  "Once  all    was  darkncss.but 

4.  Saved  to  the  ut  -  ter-most.cheer-ful-ly  sing     Loudhal-le  -  lu-jahs  to 
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va  -  tion  af- fords, 
cast-eth  out  fear. 
now  it  is  day, 
Je  -  sus,  mv  King  ; 


Give  me    His  Spir   -    it      a         wit-ness  with- in, 

Trusting  His  prom  -  is  -  es,  how  I  am  blest, 
Beau-ti  -  ful  vis  -  ions  of  glo  -  ry  I  see. 
Ransomed  and  par- doned,  re- deemed   by    His  blood, 
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Whisp'ring     of     par  -  don,  and      sav    - 
Lean  -  ing      up  -  on      Him,  how    sweet 
Je     -     sus      in      bright- ness  re  -  vealed 
Cleansed  from  un-right-eous-ness,         glo  - 

ing  from  sin. 

is    my  rest. 

un  -  to      me. 

ry      to   God. 

Saved,   saved, 
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saved  to   the    ut  -  ter-most,saved,saved,by  pow-er  divine ;  Saved,saved,  I'm 
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J.  M.  A. 


Don't  Grieve  After  Me. 


Luke  23 :  2S. 


E.  E.  Nickekson. 


1.  My  rest    is    in  heav-en,  my  rest  is  not  here,Then  why  should  I  murmur  when 

2.  It     is      not  for  me     to   be  seeking  my  bliss,And building  my  hopes    in     a 

3.  Come  joy  or  come  sorrow,  whate'er  may  befall.To  meet   Him  I  love,  will  make 

4.  The  winds  of  af- flic- tion  around  me  may  blow,  And  dash  my  lone  bark  as   I'm 
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tri    -    als   are  near  ?Be  hushed  my  tried  spir  -  it ;  the  worst  that  can  come,  But 
re  -   gion  like  this  ;  I       look  for      a       cit  -  y  which  hands  have  not  piled;  I 
up       for     it     all.     The  road     it     is  rough,  but     it    can  -  not   belong,    I'll 
sail  -  ing    be-low ;  I    smile     at    the  storm  as       I    lean    on  His  breast,For 
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REFRAIN. 
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short -ens  myjour-ney,  and  has  -  tens   me  home, 
pant    for      a  coun-try     by     sin      un  -  de-filed, 
smooth  it  with  prayer,  and  I'll  cheer     it    with  song. 
soon       I    shall  land  in     the     ha  -  ven    of  rest. 


I'm     going  to  be  with 


k#.  Jta.  + 


2: 


tfligi 


«=a 


Jesus,Don't  grieve  after   me,    going  to  be  with  Je-sus,Don't  grieve  afier  me, 
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going  to   be  with  Jesus^on't  grieve  after  me,I  pray  you,  don't  grieve  after  me. 
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Trusting  in  the  Promise. 


Rev.  H.  B.  Hartzlek. 


£.  S.  L.OKENZ. 
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1.  I     have  found  re  -  pose     for      my  wea  -  ry 

2.  I     will   sing     my     song     as      the   days    go 

3.  Oh,  the  peace   and    joy       of      the    life       I 
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soul,  Trusting  in  the 
by.  Trusting  in  the 
live,  Trusting    in     the 
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prom  -  ise       of       the     Sav  -  iour ;  And      a       har  -  bor     safe    when    the 
prom  -  ise       of       the     Sav  -  iour ;  And     re  -  joice     in      hope,  while   I 
prom  -  ise       of       the     Sav  -   iour ;  Oh.     the  strength  and   love     on    -    lv 
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bil  -  lows  roll,  Trusting  in  the  prom-ise  ot  the  Sav  -  iour.  I  will 
live  or  die,  Trusting  in  the  prom-ise  of  the  Sav  -  iour.  I  can 
God  can  give,    Trusting     in     the  prom-ise   of     the     Sav  -  iour.     Who-so- 
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fear    no  foe      in    the  dead-ly  strife.  Trusting  in  the  prom-ise  of  the 

smile  at   grief,  and   a  -  bide    in    pain,  Trusting  in  the  prom-ise  of  the 

ev  -  er     will  may  be  saved  to  -  dav.  Trusting  in  the  prom-ise  of  the 
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Sav  -  iour ;  I  will  bear  my  lot  in  the  toil  of  life,  Trusting  in  the 
Sav  -  iour  ;And  the  loss  of  all  shall  be  high-est  gain,  Trusting  in  the 
Sav  -  iour  ;And  be  -  gin    to  walk   in     the    ho  -  ly   way,  Trusting    in     the 
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Trusting  in  the  Promise. 


Concluded. 
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Rest-ing  on     His  mightv     arm  for 
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Nev-er   from  His  lov  -  ing  heart  to     sev  -  er,    I     will    rest  by 
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grace  In    His  strong  embrace,  Trusting     in     theprom-ise     of    the  Sav-iour 
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62        In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory. 

Sir.  John  Bowring,  1825.  Ithamar  Conkev,  1849. 


1.  In     the  cross     of  Christ  I    glo-ry,      Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
2  When  the  woes  of  life     o'er-takeme,    Hopes  deceive  and  fears  an  -  noy, 
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All   the  light  of    sa    -    cred     sto-ry     Gath-ers  round  its     head  sub-lime. 
Xev-er  shall  the   cross    for  -  sake  me;  Lo!    it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming  4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way.  By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming,        Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day.  Joys  that  through  all  times  abide. 
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63     The  Heart  that  knows  no  Sorrow. 


J.  M.  Sawkrs. 
Fidelis. 
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(Hebrews  4 :  9.) 
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1 .  The  heart  that  knows  no  sorro w,Is  the  heart  that  rests  in  God,  Whose  peace  is  like  a 

2.  Trust        on,  keep  ev-er  trusting,The  battle's  almost  o'er  ;  O  list !  the  sweet, sweet 

3.  Soon, soon  our  eyes  shall  see  him, The  Royal  Prince  of  Peace,  All  rob'd  in  matchless 
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riv  -  er,       So  tranquil,  deep  and  broad  ;  A -mid  the  storm  and  tempest,     A 
mu  -  sic  Of  th'  harps  on  th'  golden  shore  ;  My  soul  is  fill'd  with  gladness,  My 
splen-dor,  And  then  our  tri  -  als  cease :  Our  joy  shall  be     ce  -  les  -  tial,    Our 
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lov-ing  hand  is  near,  To  guide  us  thro'  in  ?afe-ty,  And  calm  our  ev-'ry   fear, 
heart  is  all  aglow  ;  The  angels  play  their  heav'nly  strains  To  cheer  us  here  below, 
peace  shall  never  end,  All  thro'  the  corridors  of  bliss  Our  praises  he  shall  send. 
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'Twas  the  voice 
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that  I  heard  when  in  sin,  I  was 


of    my  God 
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deep, 


Come  to    me, 
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I  love  thee, 
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and  thy  precious  soul  I'll 
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I  was  deep, 


Come  to  me, 


*     1/     I       • 
I  love  thee, 
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The  Heart  that  knows  no  Sorrow,   concluded 
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Fill  Me  Now. 


E.  H.  Stokes,  D.  D. 


Jno.  R.  Swenky, 
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1.  Hov  -  er   o'er   me,    Ho  -  ly   Spir  -  it ;  Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow 
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Z>.5.  Fill   me  with  thy   hallow'd  presence,  Come,  oh  come  and   fill 
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Fill    me  now,  fill      me  now, 
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Je  -  bus,  come  and  fill    me 
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now. 
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2  Thou  canst  fill  me,  gracious  Spirit, 

Though  I  cannot  tell  thee  how ; 
But  I  need  thee,  greatly  need  thee; 
Come,  oh  come  and  fill  me  now. 

3  I  am  weakness,  full  of  weakness ; 

At  thy  sacred  feet  I  bow  ; 


Blest,  divine,  Eternal  Spirit, 

Fill  with  power,  and  fill  me  now. 
4  Cleanse  and  comfort,  bless  and  save  me : 
Bathe,  oh,  bathe  my  heart  and  brow; 
Thou  art  comforting  and  saving, 
Thou  art  sweetly  filling  now. 


Copyright,  1879,  by  yokn   J.  Hood.— Used  by  permission. 
63 


65 

Rev.  Theo.  Monon. 


The  Altered  Motto. 


J.    G.    ROKIN-ON. 


± 


~&~ 


-&- 


1.  o  the  bitter 

2.  Yet  He  found  me, 

3.  Day  by  day  His 
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shame  and  sorrow 

beheld  Him 
tender  mercy, 
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That  a  time  could 
Bleeding  on  the  ac- 
Helpingr,  helping 
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j  ever  be, 
cursed  tree. 
I  full  and  tree, 
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When  I  let 
Heard  Him  pray, 
Sweet  and  strong, 
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the  Saviour's  pity 
forgive  them,Father 
and,  oh,  so  patient, 
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Plead  in 
And  my 

Brought  me 
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vain,  and  proudly  answered, 

wistful  heart  said  faint- ly, 

lower  while    I     whis-per'd 
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All  of  self  and  none 
Some  of  self  and  some 
Less  of   self  and  more 


of  Thee, 
of  Thee, 
of  Thee. 
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4  Higher  than  the  ||  highest  heaven,  || 
Deeper  than  the  ||  deepest  sea,  || 
Lord,  Thy  Love  ||  at  last  has  conquer 'd,[| 
Grant  me  ||  now  my  soul's  desire, 
None  of  self  and  all  of  Thee. 
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No  Dying  There. 


Mrs.  E.  S.  Mansfield. 
i:   #                             
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R.  Mansfield. 
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earth     a  -  new  shall  bloom   a  -  gain, 
Je  -   sus  with   His  saints  shall  reign, 
ev  -   'ry    saint  join    in      the   song, 
ev  -  'ry    child  the  strain  pro -long, 
Je  -   sus  come,    our   E  -   den  bring, 
bid     Thy  chil  -  dren  wake  and  sing, 
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I'm  so  glad, 
J.  J.  j£ 
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I'm    so  glad  there'll  be  no   dy-ing  there. 
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The  Beloved. 


H.  M.  Bradley. 


Thos.  O.  Lowk. 


1.  Down    in    the  val  -  ley  among.the  sweet  li     lies,  Walks  my  Be-lov-ed,  His 

2.  Know'stThoul  seek  Thee  ?oh,haste  to  dis-cov  -  er    Where  is  the  place  of  Thy 

3.  Now    I         approach  Thee, oh  fairest  Re-deem-er  Lured  by  Thy  beau- ty  to 

4.  Gen  -  tier  Thy  voice  than  the  whisper  of/an-  gels,  Brighter  Thy  smile  than  the 
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foot-prints  I   see;     Haste   I  to  fol  -  low  Thee,  Sav-iour  and  Lov-er, 

fra-  grant  retreat — Where  Thou  dost  rest  with  Thy  flocks  at  the  noon-tide, 
dwell  in  Thy  love  ;  Hide    not    Thy  face  from  the  heart  that  a-dores  Thee, 
sun     in     the  sky;   Gath  -  er        me  ten  -  der-ly,  close    toThybo-som, 
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How  the  winds  whisper  Thy  dear  name  to  me ! 
Shelter'dnear  fountains  unsearch'd  by  the  heat. 
Hast  Thou  not  sought  me  and  call'd  me  Thy  Dove  ? 
Faint  with  Thvlov  -  li-ness  thus   let  me  die. 


Oh,    my  be-lov  -  ed  Lord ! 
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For  me  Thy  life-blood  pour'd,Thou  blessed  Son  of  God,  Je  -  sus  my  Lord. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
Slow. 


The  Cross, 


Petek  R.   Bekgkn. 
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1 .  The  cross !  the  cross !  the  blood-stain' d  cross !  The  hallow'  d  cross  I  see !  Reminding 

2.  That  cross  !that  cross !  that  heavy  cross,  My  Saviour  bore  for  me,  Which  bo  w'd  Him 

3.  How  light  !how  light  '.this  preciouscross.Presented  to  my  view;  And  while,  with 

4.  Thecrown  Ithecrown  Itheglorious  crown  !The  crown  of  victory  !The  crown   of 

5.  My  tears,  un  -  bid  -  den, seem  to  flow  For  love,unbounded  love,  Which  guides  me 
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CHORUS.  Slow  and  soft. 


me  of  precious  blood  That  once  was  shed  for  me. Oh,  the  blood  '.the  precious  blood  I 
to  the  earth  with  grief .  On  sad  Mount  Cal  -  va-  ry . 
care,      I   take  it  up,  Behold  the  crown  my  due, 
life !       it   shall  be  mine  When  I  shall  Jesus  see. 
thro'  this  world  of  woe  And  points  to  jovs  above. 
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That  Je-sus  shed  for  me  Upon  the  cross,in  crimson  flood,  Just  mow  bv  faith  I  see. 
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The  Lord  will  Provide. 


Prof.  S.  C.  Harrington. 
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1.  In  some  way   or  oth  -  er  the  Lord  will  provide ;  It    may  not  be  my  way, 

2.  At  some  time  or  oth  -  er  the  Lord  will  provide  ;  It    may  not  be  my  time, 

3.  Despond  then  no  longer  ;the  Lord  will  provide;    And  this  be    the  to -ken — 

4.  March  on,then,right  boldlyjthe  sea  shall  divide  ;  The  pathway  made  glorious. 
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The  Lord  will  Provide, 


Concluded. 


It  may  not  be  thy  way,  And  yet,  in  His  ow«way."The  Lord  will  provide." 
It  may  not  be  thy  time,  And  yet.  in  His  oivn  time,  "The  Lord  will  provide." 
No  word  He  hath  spoken  Was  ev  -  er  yet  broken — "The  Lord  will  provide." 
With  shoutings  victorious,  We'll  join  in    the  cho-rus,  "The  Lord  willprovide." 
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Rev.  F.  Bottome 


0,  Sing  of  His  Mighty  Love. 
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0,     bliss     of    the  pu  -  ri  -  fled !  bliss     of    the  free !     I         plunge  in    the 
O'er    sin     and    un-clean-ness  ex  -  ult  -  ing     I  stand,     And  point     to     the 
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crim-son  tide      o-pened  for    me!   )        O,     sing     of    His  might -y     love, 
print  of    the     nails    in     His  hand.  5 
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Sing    of 


His  might-y  love.  Sing  of 
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His  might-y  love — mighty      to    save. 
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O,  bliss  of  the  purified !  Jesus  is  mine, 
No  longer  in  dread  condemnation  I  pine  ; 
In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  His  grace 
Who  lifteth  upon  me  the  smiles  of  His  face ! — Cho. 
0,  bliss  of  the  purified !  bliss  of  the  pure ! 
No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  His  blood  cannot  cure ; 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly  find  rest, 
No  tears — but  may  dry  them  on  J  esus'  breast. —  Cho. 
O,  Jesus  the  crucified !  Thee  will  I  sing ! 
My  blessed  Redeemer !  my  God,  and  my  King ! 
My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er  the  grave, 
And  triumph  in  death  in  the  mighty  to  save  ! 
Used  by  permission. 
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71      What  a  Friend  We  have  in  Jesus, 


mf  Cheerfully. 
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1 .  What  a  friend  we  have  in    Je  -  sus,       All  our    sins  and  griefs  to  bear  ; 

2.  Have  we   tri-als   and  temp-ta-tions?    Is    there  trou  ble    a  -  ny-where? 

3.  Are  we  weak  and   heavy     la  -  den,     Cumbered  with  a     load   of  care ; 
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What   a    priv  -  i  -  lege   to  car  -  ry 
We  should  nev-er    be      discouraged, 
Pre-cious  Saviour,  still  ourref-uge, 


Ev  -  'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Take  it     to      the  Lord  in  prayer. 
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O,   what  peace  we    of  -  ten  for  -  feit,      O,  what  need-less  pain  we  bear ; 
Can   we   find    a  friend  so  faith -ful,     Who  will  all   our  sor-rows  share ; 
Do  thy  friends  de-spise,for-sake  thee,   Take  it     to     the   Lord  in  prayer ; 
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All  be- cause  we  do  not  car  -  ry  Ev  -  'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev  -  'ry  weakness,  Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
In     His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee,   Thou  wilt  find  a      so  -  lace  there. 
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The  Prince  of  My  Peace. 


Callene  Fisk. 


W.  G.  Fi^CHKK. 
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1 .  I  stand  all  bewildered  with  wonder, 

2.  I  struggled  and  wrestled  to  win  it, — 

3.  He  laid  His  hand  on  me  and  healed  me, 

4.  The  Prince  of  my  Peace  is  now  pass  -  ing, 


love ; 
free ; 
whole 
me; 


And  gaze  on  the  ocean  of 
The  blessing  that  setteth  me 
Andbademebe  every  whit 
Thelisrht  of  His  face  is  on 
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And  o -ver  its  waves  to  my  spir- it, Comes  peace  like  a  heav-en-ly       dove. 
But  when  I  had  ceas'd  from  my  struggles,His  peace  Jesus  gave  unto       me. 
I  touch' d  but  the  hem  of  His  garment,  And  glo  -  ry  came  thrilling  my     soul. 
But  listen,  be-lov-ed,Hespeaketh : — "My  peace  I  will  give  un  -  to       thee. 
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The  cross  now   cov-ersmy     sins;     The  past      is     un  -  der  the    blood 
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I'm  trusting  in  Je-sus  for     all 
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Mv  will      is  the  will  of  mv     God. 
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He  Leadeth  Me. 
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He  lead  -  eth  me !  O  blessed  thought,  O  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught, 
Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 
Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur  -  mur  nor  re-pine — 
And  when  my  task   on  earth  is     done,  When  by  Thy  grace,  the  victory's  won, 
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Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me! 
By  wa-ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea — Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me ! 
Con- tent,  whatev  -  er  lot  I  see,  Since 'tis  my  God  that  lead-eth  me! 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee,Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan  lead-eth  me! 
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He  lead-eth  me!  He    leadeth  me!  By  His  own  hand  He    lead-eth  me; 
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His  faith-ful    fol-lower  I  would  be,  For  by    His  hand  He    lead  -  eth  me. 
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I'm  Kneeling  at  the  Cross. 


Rev.  J.  Parkxr,     By  Permission 
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1.  The  blood,  the  blood  is    all    my  plea,  Nor  should  a     sin  -  ner  wonder, 
2. 1      rest,      I    rest,  su-premely   blest,  With-out      a    care  to   can-ker ; 

3.  My  cup,    my   cup,  it    runneth  o'er,  "With  joy      ce- les-tial  brimming; 

4.  The  blood,  the  blood  is    all    my  song,  I       have    no  bliss  without  it ; 
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for    guilty      stain  and  stinging  pain  Hath  tore  my  heart  a  -  sun-der. 
No    gloomy  night,  my  path  is  bright,  My  hope  holds  like  an  an  -  chor. 
On    wings  of   lore    I    soar  a  -  bore,  His  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  hymning. 
Prom  er  -  'ry    stain  it  makes  me  clean,  My  life     and  lip  shall  shout  it. 
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But  now  I'm  kneeling  at    the     cross,  Washing  in  the  crimson     tide, 
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And  cleans'd,  I    tar  -  ry   at     the  fountain  Open'd  at  my  Saviour's  side. 
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75        How  can  I  keep  from  Singing. 
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1.  My     life  flows  on     in  end-less  song;     Above  Earth' s  la-  men  -ta  -  tions, 

2.  Whattho'  my    joys  and  corn-fort   die?     The  Lord  my  Sav-iour    liv  -  eth; 

3.  I     lift    my  eyes;  the  cloud  grows  thin;  I     see    the  blue     a  -  bove    it; 
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I  catch  the  sweet, tho'  far  -  off  hymn  That  hails  a  new  ere 
Whattho' the  dark-nessgath-er  round:  Songs  in  the  night  He 
And  day    by  day  this  pathway  smooths, Since  first  I  learned   to     love 
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giv  -  eth 
it; 
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Thro'  all  the  tu  -  mult  and  the  strife,  I  hear  the  mu  -  sic  ring  -  ing , 
No  storms  can  shake  my  in-most  calm.  While  to  that  ref  -  uge  eling-ing; 
The  peace  of  Christmakes  fresh  my  heart,  A    foun-tain   ev  -  er  spring- ing ; 
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It  finds  an  ech  -  o  in  my  soul — How  can 
Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  heav'n  and  earth,IIow  can 
All  things  are  mine  since  I      am    His — How  can 


keep  from  singing? 
keep  from  singing? 
keep  from  singing? 
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Lights  Along  the  Shore. 


Riv. J .  H.  Stockton. 
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Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  I'm     a     pil-grimand    a  stranger  pass- ing      o    -     ver,     The  road   maybe 

2.  Some  -  times  i   meet  with  tri-als   on  my    jour  -  ney.     Temptation  and  sor- 

3.  Friends  of  Jesus  !may  your  lights  be  trimm'd  and  burning,  Andshin-ing  along 

4.  We'rea   hap-pybandofChristians,boundfor  Ca  -  naan,    The  land     is      in 
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rough,  but  'tis  clear;  And  a  star  -  ry  crown  awaits  me  o'er  the  riv  -  er,  And 
row  by  the  way  ;  But  Je-sus  speaks  and  says."  I'm  ev-er  near  thee,  To 
the  way  of  love;  Soon  you'll  gain  the  heights  of  glory  and  be  sing-  ing  The 
view,  the  wind's  fair  ;  We  will  sing  re  deem-ing  love  beyond  the  Jor- dan, With 
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me  wel-come  there.  There  are  lights    a  -  long  the  shore   that 


Je-sus  bids 
guide  to  realms  of  end  -  less  day." 
hap-py  songs  of  saints  a  -  bove. 
Je-sus  dwell   for  -  ev  -  er     there 


never  grow  dim. That  nev  -  er,  nev-  er   grow  dim;     These  souls  are  all     a- 
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flame  with  the  love  of  Je-sus'  name.They  guide  us.yes,they  guide  us  unto  Him. 
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Valley  of  Blessing. 


Mrs,  Annie  Wittenmeyer. 


W.  G.  Fischer. 


1.  I     have  en-tered  the  val- ley  of  bless- ing  so  sweet,  And  Je  -  sus     a- 

2.  There  ispeace  in    the  val  -  ley  of  bless -ing  so  sweet,  And  plen  -  ty     the 

3.  There  is  love    in    the  val -ley  of  bless-  ing  so  sweet,  Such  as  none but  the 

4.  There's  a  song  in    the  val-  ley  of  bless- ing  so  sweet,  That  an  -  gels  would 
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bides  with  me  there,  And  HisSpir-it  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  complete, 
land  doth  im  -  part;  And  there's  rest  for  the  wea-ry-worntrav-  el  -  er's  feet, 
blood- wash' d  may  feel;  When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spir-its  to  greet, 
fain    join  the  strain.  As  with  rapt -ur-ous  prais  -  es,  we  bow     at     His  feet, 
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And   His    per  -  feet  love  cast  -  eth      out    fear. 

And  joy       for  the      sor  -  row  -  ing    heart. 

And        Christ    sets  His    cov   -    e  -  nant  seal. 

Cry  -  ing,"Wor  -  thy  the    Lamb  that  was     slain!' 


Oh    come      to    this 
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val -ley    of  bless-ing     so  sweet,  Where  Je  -  sus  will  full-ness  be -stow, 
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And  be-lieve,  and  receive,  and  confess  Him.That  all  His  sal-va-tion  may  know. 
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K.  Q.  Wilson 


The  Fountain  of  Mercy, 


A.  Hull. 


1.  'Twas  Je  -  sus,  my  Saviour, who  died        on   a      tree,        To     o-pen     a 
Cho. — For  the  Li  -  on   of  Ju-dah  shall   break     ev-'ry  chain,       And  give  us  the 

[has    broken]  [gives] 
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foun-tain     for    sin  -  ners   like  me ;         His  blood     is     that  fountain  which 
vic-t'ry         a-  gain     and   a  -  gain;     For  the  Li  -  on     of      Ju  -  dah  shall 

[has 
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be- stows, 
'rv  chain. 


And  cleanses  the  foulest,  wherev  -  er      it  flows. 
And  give  us     the  vic-t'ry     again   and   a  -  gain, 
[gives] 


2  And  when  I  was  willing  with  all  things  to  part, 
He  gave  me  my  bounty, — His  love  in  my  heart ; 
So  now  I  am  joined  with  the  conquering  band 
Who  are  marching  to  glory  at  Jesus'  command,- 


Cho. 


3  Though  round  me  the  storms  of  adversity  roll, 
And  the  waves  of  destruction  encompass  my  souL 
In  vain  this  frail  vessel  the  tempest  shall  toss : 

My  hopes  rest  secure  on  the  blood  of  the  cross. —  Cho. 

4  And  when  the  last  trumpet  of  judgment  shall  sound, 
And  wake  all  the  nations  that  sleep  in  the  ground, 
Then,  when  heaven  and  earth  shall  be  melting  away, 
I'll  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  in  that  day. — Cho. 

6  And  when  with  the  ransomed  by  Jesus,  my  Head, 
From  fountain  to  fountain  I  then  shall  be  led, 
I'll  fall  at  His  feet  and  His  mercy  adore, 
And  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  evermore.  —  Cho. 
Used  by  purchase  of  right. 
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Kate  Hankey 


The  Old,  Old  Story. 


W.  H.  Doank.     By  per. 
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1.  Tell  me  the  old,oldsto-ry  Of  unseen  things  a  -  bove,       Of    Je-sus  and  His 

2.  Tell  me  thesto-ry  slow-ly,That  I  may  take  it         in —        That  wonderful   re- 

3.  Tell  me  the  sto-ry  soft-ly,  With  earnest  tones  and  grave  ;    Remember !  I'm  the 
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glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love,  Tell  me  thesto-ry  simply,  As 
demption,  God's  rem-e-  dy  for  sin.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  of  -  ten,  For 
sin  -  ner    Whom  Jesus  came  to     save.       Tell  me     thesto-ry    al-ways,    If 
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to  a  lit- tie  child,  For  I  am  weak  and  weary,  And  helpless  and  de  -  filed. 
1  forget  so  soon!  The  "early  dew"  of  morn-ing  Has  pass'd  away  at  noon, 
you  would  really  be,  In     an- y  time  of    trouble  A   com-fort-er    to     me. 
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Tell  me  the  old.  old  sto  -  ry,     Tell   me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry, 
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Tellmetheold,old 
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4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story 

When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  dawning  on  my  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story; 

"Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole. 
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Come  Back  to  Me. 


H.  L.  G. 

With  feeling. 
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1.  Come  back 

2.  Come  back 

3.  Come  back 

4.  Come  back 
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To  hear  your  merry,  ringing  laugh,  and  feel  your     sweet  em  -  brace, 

As  father,  mother,  sisters  dear,  that  you  have  left  be   -   hind; 

That  once  you  left,  unconscious  you  were  drifting     on  a        tide 

And  glad  He'd  have  you  garnered  with  the  finest    of  the      wheat, 
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But  Christ 

His  blood 
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hap-py,  youthful  glee,  But  now,  where  is  my  child?  "Come  back  to 
wait-ing  now  to  see  A  wandring  child  restored,  "Come  back  to 
now  will  set  you  free,  If  you  o  -  bey  the  voice,  "Come  back  to 
you  might  ransom'd  be,  Oh,  child  of     many  prayers, "Come  back  to 
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me." 
me." 
me." 
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Title  Clear. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 
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Now  I     can  read  my  ti- tie  clear,  title,clear,Now  I     can   read  my     ti  -  tie 

I'll  bid  farewell  to  ev-'ry  fear,  ev'ry  fearj'll  bid  fare-well  to  ev  -  'ry 
Should  earth,  against  my  soul  engage,soul  engage,  Should  earth  against  my  soul  en- 

Yet  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage,Satan's  rage,  Yetl  cansmileat  Sa-tan's 
There    I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul,  weary  soul,  There  I  shall  bathe  my  wea-  ry 

And  not     a  wave  of  trouble  roll,  trouble  roll,  And  not  a  wave  of     trou-ble 
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clear,  title  clear,  Now  I  can  read  my  ti  -  tie  clear,  To  mansions  in  the  skies.  ) 
fear,  ev'ry  fear,  I'll  bid  farewell  to  ev-'ry  fear,  And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes.  ) 
gage,soul  engage,  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage,  And  fiery  darts  be  hurled;  > 


rage,  Satan's  rage,  Yet  I  can  smile  at  Sa-tan's  rage,  And  face  a  frowning  world, 
soul,  weary  soul,  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul,  In  seas  of  heaven-ly  rest; 
roll,  trouble  roll,  And  not    a  wave  of  trouble  roll,  A-cross  my  peaceful  breast. 
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We  will  stand  the     storm,  We  will    an  -  chor 

We  will  stand.stand  the  storm,  It  will  not  be  ve-rylong;We  will  anchor  by  and 
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and           by,            by    and  by,    We  will  stand  the 

We    will  an -chor    by   and  by      We   will  stand,stand  the  storm  ;It  will 
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Title  Clear,    concluded. 
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storm,  We  will    an  -  chor   by       and       by. 

not    "be    ve  -  ry    long,  We  will   an  -  chor  bv     and        by,     by   and  bv 
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Mrs.  E.  M.  Hall. 

fees 


All  to  Christ  I  Owe. 


J.  T.  Grape. 
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1.  I         bear     the  Saviour    say,    Thy  strength  in- deed    is    small ;  Child  of 

2.  Lord. now     in-deed    I     find,  Thy  blood,and  Thine   a-  lone,      Can 

3.  For    noth-ing     good  have  I      Whereby    Thy  grace  to  claim —     I'll 
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CHORUS. 
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weakness,  watch  and  pray  ;  Find  in  me  thine  all  in    all.       Je  -  suspaid  it   all; 
change  the  leper's  spots,    And     melt  the  heart  of  stone, 
wash  my  garments  white  In  the  blood  ofCalv'ry'sLamb. 
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All  to  Him  I  owe;    Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain  ;Hewash'd  it  white  as  snow. 
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4  Then  down  beneath  His  cross 

I'll  lay  my  sin-sick  soul, 
For  naught  have  I  to  bring, — 
Thy  grace  must  make  me  whole. 

5  And  then  complete  in  Him, 

My  robe  His  righteousness, 
Close  shelter'd  'neath  His  side, 
I  am  divinelv  blest. 


6  When  from  my  dying  bed 

My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise, 
Then  "Jesus  paid  it  all," 

Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 

7  And  when  before  the  throne 

I  stand,  in  Him  complete, 
I'll  lay  my  trophies  down. 
All  down,  at  Jesus'  feet. 


Used  by  permission . 
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I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


Wm  G.  Fischer. 
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1.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry  Of  unseen  things  above,     Of    Je- sus  and  His 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry  ;More  wonderful  it  seems  Than  all  the  golden 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry  ;Tis  pleasant  to  repeat  Whatseems,eachtimel 

4.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry;For  those  who  know  itbest  Seem  hungering  and 
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glo  -  ry,  Of      Je  -  sus  and  His  love.    I    love  to  tell  the    sto  -  ry,   Be- 

fan-cies  Of      all    our  golden  dreams.I    love  to  tell  the    sto  -  ry ;   It 

tell     it,  Morewon-der-ful-ly   sweet.  I     love  to  tell  the    sto-ry;  For 

thirsting  To     hear  it  like  the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of  glo  -  ry,     I 
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cause  I  know  its     true  ;  It  sat  -  is-  fies  my  longings,  As  nothing  else  would  do. 
did    so  much  for   me!  And  that  is  just  the  reason,    I  tell     it  now     to  thee, 
some  have  never  heard  The  message  of  sal-va-tion  From  God's  own  holy  Word. 
sing  the  New,New  Song,'Twill  be  the  Old,Old  Story  That  I  have  loved  so  long. 


#_f-#_ 


CV— U-t--- *  -s? — » — * 


CHORUS 


I     love      to     tell      the   sto  -  ry,    'Twill  be      my  theme  in     glo  -  ry, 
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To     tell     the     old,     old     sto  -  ry,      Of    Je  -  sus     and     His     love. 
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84    Jesus,  Strong  to  Deliver,  Mighty  to  Save. 


W.  Wray. 
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1.  When  in    my  sor  -  row  He  found  me,  Found  me,  and  bade  me     be  whole, 

2.  When  in  the  tem-pest  He'll  hide  us,  When   in    the  storm  He'll  be  near  ; 

3.  Why  are  you  doubting  and  fear  -  ing,  Why    are   you   still  un  -  der    sin? 

4.  You  say,  "I'm  weak,  I     am  help  -  less,  I've     tried  a -gain  and     a -gain:" 
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Turn'dallmy  night  in-to  heav-en  -  ly  light,  From  me  my  burden  did  roll. 
All  the  way 'long  He  will  ear  -  ry     us   on, — We  will  have  nothing  to  fear. 
Have  you  not  found  that  His  grace  doth  abound,Mighty  to  save,let  Him  in ! 
This  may  be  true,  for  it'  snot  what  you     do,    Je-sus  is  mighty  to     save. 
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Je  -  sus     is  strong  to     de  -  liv  -  er,    Mighty     to  save,  Mighty     to    save ! 
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Je  -  sus    is  strong  to     de  -  liv  -  er,       Je  -  sus,     is    mighty      to     save ! 
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85       One  More  Day's  Work  for  Jesus, 


5?" 

1.  One    more    day's  work  for      Je    -    sus,  One     more       of      life  in 

2.  One    more    day's  work  for      Je    -    sus:  How     glo  -  rious     is  my 

3.  One    more    day's  work  for      Je    -    sus;  How  sweet     the     work  has 

4.  O,      bless    -   ed   workfor      Je   -    sus!  O.        rest        at      Je  -  sus' 
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Him     And  heav'n    is      near  -  er, 

And  Christ    is     dear   -    er 

Than 

King!  'Tis     joy,     not     du  -  ty, 

To  speak     His   beau  -  tv ; 

My 

been.      To    teil      the    sto  -  ry, 

To     show  the      glo  -  rv, 

Where 

feet!     There  toil  seems  pleas- ure. 

My     wants  are     treas  -  ure, 

And 
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yes  -  ter-day,    to     me;  His  love  and  light     Fill  all    my  soul   to-night, 

soul  mounts  on   the  wing  At    the  mere  tho't  How  Christ  my  life  has  bought. 

Christ's  flock  enter     in!  How  it     did  shine    In   this  poor  heart  of  mine ! 

pain   for    Him  is  sweet.  Lord,  if      I     may.     I'll  serve  an  -  oth  -  er  day  ! 
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Onemore  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus,      One  more  day's  work  for  Je  -  sus, 
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and     His     dear     life     in       me 
.a. 


One  more    day's  work  for     Je  -  sus, 
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Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


I  Am  Trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee, 


Wm.  G.  Fi.schek, 
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1.  I        am  com  -  ing     to      the   cross;      I'm        poor     and  weak  and  blind 

2.  Here   I     give     my     all      to     Thee  ;Friends,andtime,and  earthly   store; 


C/io. — I      am  trust- ing, Lord,    in  Thee 


%m 


Dear     Lamb  of    Cal  -  va  -  i  v  ; 


I'm     count  -  ing     all      but  dross ;      I     shall     full     sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
Soul  and  bod  -  v     Thine  to      be —     Whol-ly  Thine — for  -  ev    -    er   more. 


Humbly     at     Thy  cross     I     bow ;     Save  me,     Je 
Used  by  permission. 


sus,  save     me   now. 
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J.  A.  C.    Air. 

Mode  r  at  o 


Redeeming  Love. 


0    0 

1.  Redeem- ing  Love!     Re-deem- ing  Love !    This   is     the     theme of 

2.  The  an  -  gel  hosts       all  wond'ring  see,       But  fail     to     solve the 
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saints  a- bo ve,     Ar-ray'd  in    heav'n's  own  spot- less  white,    Chant  they  this 

mys-te-ry;     They  hear  en  -  tranced,  this  no  -  ble    song,      Of  souls   re 
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song,    with  pure  delight.  Redeeming  Love  IRedeeming  Love  IRedeeming  Love ! 
deemed,     a  mighty  throng. 
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Entire  Consecration. 


Words  by  Frances  Ridley  Havergal.        Chorus  and  Music  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatkick- 


1.  Take  my    life  and     let     it     be 

2.  Take  my   feet  and     let  them  be 
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Con  -  se  -  cra-ted,  Lord,  to     Thee  ; 
Swift  and  beau  -  ti  -  ful    for  Thee; 
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Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move       At     the    im- pulse  of    Thy  love. 
Take  my  voice  and  let    me  sing  Al-ways,  on  -  ly     for    my  King. 
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C  Wash    me     in      the   Sav-iour'spre-cious blood,  Me  pre-cious  blood,  ) 
(Cleanse  me     in       its     pu  -  ri  -  f  y  -  ing  flood,   the  heal- ing flood,     \ 
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Lord, 

I  give 
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my  life  and  all,to  be  Thine  henceforth  e- 

ter-nal-ly. 
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3  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  for  Thee ; 
Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, — 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 


5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine  ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine  ; 
Take  my  heart, — it  is  Thine  own, — 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 


Take  my  moments,  and  my  days,  6  Take  my  love, — my  Lord,  I  pour 

Let  them  flow  in  endless  praise ;  At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store ! 

Take  my  intellect,  and  use  Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 

Every  power  as  Thou  shalt  choose.  Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee ! 

Use  J  by  purchase  of  right. 
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Safe  Within  the  Vail. 


Arranged  by  J.  C.  Middletok. 
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1.  "Land  a  -  head  !"  its  fruits  are  waving    O'er    the  hills    of  fade-less   green; 

2.  On- ward.  hark,  the  cape  I'm  rounding  ;See !  the  bless  -  ed  wave  their  hands  ; 

3.  There  let   go       the  an-chor,  riding       On    this  calm  and  sil-  v'ry     bay  ; 

4.  Now  we're  safe  from  all  temp-ta-tion  ;    All    the  storms  of  life   are   past; 
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And  the  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ters  lav- ing  Shores  where  heav'nly  forms  are  seen. 
Hear  the  harps  of  God  resounding  From  the  bright,  im-mor-tal  bands. 
Sea- ward  fast  the  tide  is  glid- ing;  Shores  in  sun-light  stretch  a  -  way. 
Praise  the  Rock   of  our    sal-va-tion !  We     are     safe      at  home   at    last! 
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Rocks  and  storms  I'll  fear    no  more,     When  on   that      e-ter-nal    shore. 
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Drop  the    an-chor!  furl   the    sail! 


I       am    safe  with -in    the   Vail 
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Gethsemane, 

Matt.  26 :  36. 
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E.    E.   NlCKERSON. 


1.  While  passing     a     gar -den,    I      lis-tened  to  hear,      A  voice  faint  and 

2.  I       lis-tened  a      moment,  then  drew  near  to     see,    Whatman    of  coni- 

3.  So    deep  were  His  sor-rows,  so    fervent  His  prayers,  His  an-  guish  heart- 

4.  I    tr  em -bled  with  ter  -  ror,  and  loud- ly     did  cry,     Lord,save     a     poor 
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fal-tering,  from    one  that  was  there,  While  pleading    in     an -guish  the 

pas  -  sion  this   stran-ger  might  be,  I        saw     Him  in     an- guish  up - 

rend-ing     with    cry -ings  and  tears,  I     wept       to     be -hold  Him,    I 

sin  -  ner,     Oh,     save,  or      I     die.  He    cast     His  eyes    on    me.  and 


poor  sin-ner's  part,  The  voice  of  the  mourner  broke  in  on  my  heart. 
on  the  cold  ground,The  love- li  -  est  Be-  ing  that  ev  -  er  was  found, 
asked  Him  His  name, He  answered,' ''Tis  Je  -  sus,from  heav-en  I»came." 
said  to    me,  "Live,  Thy  sins  which  are  ma-ny      I    free  -  ly     for  -  give." 
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That  was  my  Lord,That  was  my  Lord,That  was  my  Lord  suffering  for  me. 
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5  How  sweet  was  that  moment,  how  cheer- 
ing His  voice, 
His  smile,  Oh.  how  precious,  it  made  me 

rejoice ; 
I  turned  from  the  garden  to  spread  it 

abroad, 
I  shouted,  "Salvation,"  and  "Glory  to 
God.*— Ref. 


I'm  now  on  my  journey  to  mansions 
above, 

I'm  saved  by  the  blood  filled  with  heav- 
enly love, 

I  think  of  the  garden,  the  prayers  and 
the  tears, 

Of  that  loving  Saviour  who  banishec* 
my  fears. — Ref. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  E.  E.  Nickerson.  Boston,  Mass.     Used  by  permission. 
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The  half  has  never  been  lold. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal 
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1.  I     know    I     love  thee,  bet-ter,  Lord,  Than  an  -  y     earth -ly  joy; 

2.  I     know  that  thou  art   near  -  er     still     Than  an  -  y     earth  -  ly  throng, 

3.  Thou  hast  put  glad-ness  in      my  heart ;  Then  may     I     weL      be  glad  1 

4.  O,     Saviour,  precious    Saviour,    mine!  What  will  thy  presence  be, 
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For  thou  hast  giv  -  en    me    the  peace  Which  noth-ing  can      de  -  a  troy. 

And  sweet -er      is  the  thought  of   thee    Than    an  -  y    love  -  ly  song. 

With-out     the     se-cret     of    thy    love       I       could  not  but       be  sad. 

If      such     a       life    of    joy  can  crown  Our   walk    on  earth  with  thee? 
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CHORUS. 
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The  half  has  never  yet  been  told,  Of    love  so  full  and  free ; 

yet    been  told, 
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The  half  has  never  yet  been  told,  The  blood — it  cleanseth  me. 

^  yet  been  told,  cleanseth  me 
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"  Oyercomers." 


"I  have  -written  unto  you,  young  men,  because  ye  are  strong,  and  the  word  of  God  abid< 
eth  in  you,  and  ye  have  overcome  the  wicked  ons." — I.  John  2  :  14. 
'•And  they  overcame  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.'1'' — Rev.  12 :  11. 

Wm.J.  Kirkpatrick. 
QUESTION.  I  I  K 
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1  John  5:5,4.1.  Who,  who  is  he  ?  Who,  who 
Rev.  3:  5.  2.  What  shall  he  wear?  What  shall 
Rev.  2:  7.  3.  What  shall  he  eat?  What  shall 
Rev.  3:12.    4.  What  shall  he   be?    What  shall    he    be? 


is   He?     Who,  who     is    he    that 

he  wear  ?  What  shall   he  wear  that 

he   eat  ?    What  shall  he  eat    that 

What  shall  he  be   that 
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RESPONSE. 


o  -  ver  -  com  -  eth    by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ?  He      that  be- 

o  -  ver -com -eth    by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb?           He      shallbe- 

o  -  ver  -  com  -  eth    by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ?          He         shall 

o  -  ver  -  com  -  eth    by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ?  He  shall  be   a 
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lieveth  and  is  born      of    God,  He  that  be 

clothed      in      rai  -  ment  white.  He  shall  be 

eat         of  the   tree     of      life,  He  shall 

pi  -  lar  in  the   temple  of      God,  He  shall  be      a 
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liev-eth  and  is 

clothed  in 

eat  of  the 

pil  -  lax    in  the 
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born       of 

God, 

He               that     be  -  liev  -  eth 

and      is 

rai   -    ment 

white. 

He              shall    be  cloth  -  ed 

in 

tree         of 

life, 

He                shall            eat 

of     the 

temple    of 

God. 

He    shall     be        a        pil  -  lar 

in     the 
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"  Overcomers."  concluded 
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born       of 

God,  Shall     o    -    ver  -  come 

by 

the      blood. 

rai   -    ment 

white.  That     o    -    ver  -  comes 

bv 

the     blood. 

tree       of 

life.    That     o    -    ver  -  comes 

by 

the     blood. 

temple  of 

God.  That     o    -    ver  -  comes 

by 

the     blood. 
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Drecious  blood 
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the  pow'r  and   the  love     of     God.  Thro'  the  blood  of    the  Lamb  ! 
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Eey.3:  5.         || :  What  shall  he  hear?  :||  that  overcometh 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb? 
|| :  He  shall  hear  his  name  con-|  fessed  in  heaven,  :|| 
That  overcomes  bv  the  blood. 


Ber.  21:  7.        || .  What  shall  he  have  : :  ||  that  overcometh 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  r 
|):  God  will  give  him  all  things,  and  |  make  him  His  son,  :| 
That  overcomes  bv  the  blood. 


Rev.  3:  21.        || :  Where  shall  he  sit  r :  ||  that  overcometh 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  ? 
|| :  He  shall  sit  with;  Jesus,  on  His  throne, :( 
That  overcomes  bv  the  blood. 


UohnS:  4.      ||  :What  is  the  victory:  :||  that  overcometh 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  r 
|| :  Faith  is  the  victory  that;  overcometh :|{ 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
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93        I  rest  upon  His  promise,  sure. 

Chajlle*  Wbslzy.  R.  E.  Hudson.    By 


Permission. 
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1.  Lord,  I        be  -  lieve  a     rest    re  -  mains   To    all      thy  peo  -  pie  known; 

2.  A       rest,  where  all  our  soul's  de  -  sire       Is   fix'd     on  things  a  -  bore ; 
8.  Oh  I   that    I      now  the  rest  might  know,  Be-Here,  and   en  •  ter    In  | 

4.  Re  -  more  thia  hardness  from  my    heart,  This  un  -  be  -  lief      re  -  mov«; 
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▲       rest  where  pure  en  -  joy-ment  reigns,  And  thou  art  IotM    a  -  lone. 
Where  fear,  and  sin,  and  grief  ex  -  pire,    Cast  out    by    per  -  feet  lore. 
Now,  Sar-iour,  now  the  pow*r  be  -  stow,  And  let     me   cease  from  sin. 
To       me     the  rest  of    faith  im  -  part— The   Sab-bath  of     thy    lore. 
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CHORUS. 
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I        rest    up  -  on     his    promise,  sure,     I    come,    I    wait    to     prove 
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The     cleansing     of    my  heart  from  sin,     The  full  -  ness  of       his     love 
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94       I  am  glad  there  is  Cleansing. 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev. 
— fc 


Hartsough 


Harmonized  by  Alice  L.  Haktsougk. 


W-       ------  y 

1 .  Ho  w  bright  the  hope  that  Calv'ry  brings,Where  Love  divine  with  Mercy  blends ; 

2.  Tis  there !  'tis  there  the  soul  may  go,     And  wash  its  sins  and  stains  a  -  way ; 

3.  Speak,  speak  to  Zi-on's  burden' d  ones,  Lead,  lead  them  up  to  Calvary's  Mount; 

4.  Why  need  we  strug-gle  on     in     self,   We    cannot  make  one  black  spot  white ; 

5.  I    come !  I    come !  and  glad  I     am     That    Je  -  sus  calls  the  lost  and  vile ; 
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How  full  the  joy  that  all  may  find,  Where  flows  the  Blood  can  save  and  cleanse. 
Who  gives  up  all, — who  comes  by  faith,This  cleansing  finds  without  de- lay. 
The    want  of    aching    hearts  is    met, 'Tis  cleansing  in  Redemption's  Fount. 
'Tis  Christ's  ownBlood,and  that  a-lone,Can  change  and  cleanse  the  heart  a-right. 
There  thousands  have  a  cleansing  found,  I'll  heed  the  Saviour's  welcome  smile. 
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CHORUS. 
I    am  glad  there  is  cleansing  in    the  Blood, 
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I    am  glad  there  is 
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I    am  glad  there  is  cleansing,  there  is  cleansing  in  the  Blood,  1  am  glad  there  is 
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cleansing  in    the  Blood, 


Tell  the  world, 
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cleansing,  there  is  cleansing  in  the  Blood;  Tell  the  world  there  is    cleansing, 
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All 


the  world, 
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All  the  world,  there  is  cleansing,There  is  cleansing  in     the  Saviour's  Blood. 
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The  Secret  of  the  Lord. 


Ellim  L.  Yorxk. 
A  Brahmin  of  high  caste.    (Chorus  by  R.  K.  C.) 


R.  Kjblso  Carter. 
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1.  In     the     se  -  cret    of    his  presence,    How  my  souf 

2.  When  my  soul  is    faint  and  thirsty,  'Neath  the  shad 
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are  the    les-sons  Which  I     learn 
pleasant  shel-ter,  And    a     clear 


O      how 

There  is 
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cool   and 


at    Je  -  6U8'  side ! 
and  pleasant  spring, 
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Earth-ly 
And   my 
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cares  can 
Sav  -  iour 
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rests  be 
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vex  me,     Neither     tri   - 
side  me,     As     we   hold 
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als    lay   me  low ; 
communion  sweet ; 
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Ck: — Safe-ly     hid  •  ing    in     his     presence,  Guarded  by       his    mighty  sword ; 
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For  when  Sa  -  tan  comes  to  tempt  me,    To   the  "se  -  cret  place"  I     go. 
If        I     tried,    I     could  not  ut  -  ter  What  he  says  when  there  we  meet. 
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se  -  cret,  Fi 


Sweetly     learn -ing    of    the 


Would  you  like  to  know  the  sweetness . 

Of  the  secret  of  the  Lord? 
Go  and  hide  beneath  his  shadow, 

This  shall  then  be  your  reward. 
And  whene'er  you  leave  the  silence 

Of  that  happy  resting  place, 
You  must  mind  and  bear  the  image 

Of  your  Master  in  your  face.—  Cko. 


recious   se  -  cret   of    the  Lord. 


You  will  surely  lose  the  blessing 

And  the  fulness  of  your  joy, 
If  you  let  dark  clouds  distress  you 

And  your  inward  peace  destroy. 
You  may  always  be  abiding, 

If  you  will,  at  Jesus'  side ; 
In  the  secret  of  his  presence 

You  may  every  moment  hide. —  Ci#. 
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Like  a  River  Glorious. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 


Wm.J.  Kikkpatkick. 
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1.  Like  a   riv-er      glo-rious  Is  God's  perfect  peace,  O-ver  all  vie  -  to  -  rious 

2.  Hid-den  in  the    hoi  -  low  Of  His  blessed  hand,     Never  foe  can   fol-low, 

3.  Ev-'ryjoyor       tri-al      Fallethfroma  -  bove,  Trac'duponour   di  -  al 
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In  its  bright  increase.  Perfect,  yet  it    flow  -  eth  Full-er  ev-'ry     day; 

Never  traitor   stand.  Not  a  surge  of  wor  -  ry,    Not  a  shade  of    care, 

By  the  Sun  of  Love.  We  may  trust  Him  solely,     All  for  us   to      do  ; 

"•-■•-  U  <"3  mm  '*•'*••+-'+•*»  /r> 


V — i/— V — !/■ 


N  h 
*—*- 


d 


V 


I3t 


~* — * — *- 


i 


CHORUS. 


Perfect,  yet  it  grow -eth  Deep-er  all  the  way.     Stay'dup-on  Je  -  ho-  vah, 
Not  a  blast  of  hur  -  ry  Touch  the  spirit  there. 
They  who  trust  Him  wholly,Find  Him  wholly  true. 
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Hearts  are  truly     blest,     Finding,as  He  prom-is' d,     Perfect  peace  and  rest. 
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God's  Promises. 


Words  by  Mrs.  Mary  D.James.  2  Peter  1  :  4. 

A. 


Music  by  Wm.J.  Kirki-atrick. 


1.  O,     gra  -  cious  prom-is  -  es      of    God 

2.  No  fail  -  ure    in     His  prom-is  -  es, 

3.  Be  -  liev  -  ing  them, the  Spir- it's  pow'r 


pff^g: 


Each  one  a  price  -  less 
But  stead  -  fast,  firm  and 
Re-news  and  pu  -  ri  • 
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gem! 
sure! 
fies, 
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The   rich  -  est  diamonds  of     the  earth 

The  Word    of  our     un-chang-ing  God 

Thro'Christ's  all-cleansing,  precious  blood, 


Are  naught  compar'd  to 
For  -  ev  -  er  shall  en 
Our  per  -  feet     sac  -  ri  ■ 
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them, 
dure, 
fice. 
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Most  bless  -  ed  boon  to    mor  -  tals  giv'n, 
Tho'  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  a  -  way, 
O,      glo  -  rious   leg- a    -    cv     of  heav'n, 
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To     cheer  life's  drear -y 
And   all      we  love  may 
So    rich,      so    vast  and 


way; 
die, 
free, 
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Bright  lights  let  down  to    show  the  path 
God's  prom  -  is  -  es     to      us     re -main, — 
These  pre- cious  prom-is  -  es     di  -  vine, 
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To     ev  -  er  -  last  - 
On  these  we  may 
Se  -  cur  -  ing   all 
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day. 
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D.  S.  these  I'm  rich,  with  these  se-  cure,     While  end -less     a 
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Sweetprom-is-es!    God's  prom-is-es!    Dear  treasures  of    my    soul 
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Medley  of  Choruses. 
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Down  at  the  fountain,  flowing  so  free,  Je-sus  is  sweet-ly  speaking  to  me 
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Lift-ing  the  bur-den  up  from  my  soul,  Bidding  my  spir-it    rise  and  be  whole. 
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When   the    chariot's         loVring, —       If        I     have     no 
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And     the    an  -  gels'       hov'ring,         He      will  take    me 
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Oh !  it  comes  o'er  my  soul  like  a  wave,The  po  w'r  of  his  wonderful  might ;  He  has 
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ta  -  ken   my   sins  all     a  -  way,  He's  turn'd  all  my  darkness   to    light. 
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A      little  talk  with  Jesus  puts  it  right,  all  right.       A 
* — Hn —  -j- K-i__h — hr 


±z£ 


lit  -  tie  talk  with 

s — *— -=—, : 


Je  -  sus  puts    it      right,    all     right.     Thro'  trials  of    ev  -  'ry  kind,  Praise 
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God,  I       al- ways  find — A    lit  -  tie   talk  with  Je  -  sus  puts   it  right. 
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All  I    have,  I  am  bringing  to  thee,  All    I    have,  I  am  bringing  to    thee ; 


tm^m 


±-0 


v — * — \J — i/-V- 


~0~ 


-*-+- 


In  thy  steps  I  will  follow,  come  joy  or  come  sorrow,  Dear  Saviour,I*m  following  thee. 


99       Lead  me  gently  Home,  Father, 

W.  L.  T.  Will  L.  Th»mi>mn . 
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1.  Lead  me  gently  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gently     home,     When  life's  toils  are 

2.  Lead  me  gently  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gently     home,         In    life's  darkest 
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end  -  ed,  and  parting  days  have  come ;  Sin  no  more  shall  tempt  me, 

hours,  Father,  When  life's  troubles  come,       Keep  my  feet  from  wand'ring, 
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Ne'er  from  thee  I'll  roam,  If  thou'lt  only  lead  me,  Father,  Lead  me  gently  home. 
Lest     from  thee  I   roam  :  Lest  I    fall  upon  the  wayside,  Lead  me  gently  home. 
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Lead     me   gent-ly     home,       Fa-ther,  Lead  me   gent-ly. 
Lead  me  gently       home,  Fa-ther,    Lead  me  gent-ly       borne,  Fa-ther. 
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Lead  me  gently  Home,  Father.    cooing. 
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Lest    I       fall     up  -  on    the  -way-side,  Lead     me  gent  -  ly       home. 
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Jesus  bids  yon  Come. 

(May  be  sung  os  a  Solo.) 


Will  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  bids  you  come, 

2.  Je  -  sus  bids  you  come, 

3.  Je  -  sus  bids  you  come, 

4.  Je  -  sus  bids  you  come, 
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Je  -  sus  bids  you  come: 

Je  -  sus  bids  you  come; 

Je  -  sus  bids  you  eome: 

Je  -  sus  bids  you  come 
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est  -  ly        for  you    he's     call  -  ing,     Gent  -  ly       at  thy 

ry      tray  -  'ler,  do      not      tar   -  ry,       Je    -     6us    will  thy 

es      may     not  al  -  ways    call    you,  "Late,     too    late,"  may 

'tis      lore      and  joy     for   -    ey  -  er,     Where    we'll  meet  to 
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heart  he's  pleading, "Come  un   -   to      me, 
bur  -  dens  car  -  ry,    Oh,     will    you     come? 
yet      be-  fall  you, "Why will    ye      die?" 
part,    no,    ner  -  er,     Sin  -  ner,  come  home, 
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Come  un   -   to     me." 

Oh,  will     you  come? 

"Why  will     ye    die?" 

Oh,  come,  come  borne. 
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Tell  it  to  Jesns  Alone. 

"  Tell  it  to  Jesus"— Matt.  14 :  12. 

Used  by  purchase  oj  right.      Rev.  E.  S.  Lorewz. 
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1.  Are  you  wea-ry,   are  you  heav-y-  Iveart  -  ed?  Tell  it  to  Je  -  sua, 

2.  Do  the  tears  flow  down  your  cheeks  un-bid  -  den  ?  Tell  it  to  Je  -  sua, 

3.  Do  you  fear  the  gath'ring  clouds  of    sor  -  row?  Tell  it  to  Je  •  sua, 

4.  Are  you  troubled  at  the  thought  of  dy  -  ing,  Tell  it  to  Je  -  sua, 
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Tell  it  to  Je  -  sus ;  Are    you  .  griev  -  ing 

Tell  it  to  Je  -  sus ;  Have  you  sins     that 

Tell  it  to  Je  -  sus ;  Are    you  anx  -  ious 

Tell  it  to  Je  -  sus ;  For  Christ's  com  -  ing 


o  -  ver  joys  de  -  part 

to  man's  eye  are   hid- 

what  shall  be    to  -  mor 

Kingdom  are  you  sigh 
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Tell    it     to  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone.       Tell    it     to  Je- sus,  Tell  it     to  Je- 
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He        is        a  friend  that's  well  known :      You    have  no     oth  -  er 
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such    a    friend  or    broth -er?    Tell     it       to    Je  -  sus       a  -  lone. 
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The  Pearly  Gates. 

From  "  Highway  Songs"  by  permission 
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1.  When  the  voice  of    Je  -  sus  calls  me.  And  the     an  -  gels  whis-per  low, 

2.  I       have     giv'n  up  all      for  Je  -  bus,  This  vain  world  is  naught  to    me, 
8.  Just     be-yond   the  waves  of  Jor  -  dan,  Just  be  -  yond  the  chill  -  y     tide, 
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I  will  lean  up  -  on  my  Saviour,  In  the  val  -  ley  as  I  go ; 
All  its  pleas-ures  are  for  -  got-ten,  In  re  -  memb'ring  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
Blooms  the  tree    of    life   im  -  mor-tal,  Where  the  liv  -  ing      wa-ters   glide. 
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I  will  claim  His  precious  promise, Worth  to  me  a  world  of  gold: — 
Tho'  my  friends  despise,  for-sake  me,  And  on  me  the  world  looks  cold, 
In      that    hap  -  py  land   of    spir-its,  Flowers  bloom  on    hills  of  gold. 
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M  Fear  no  e  -  vil,  I'll  be  with  you,"  When  the  pearly  gates  un  -  fold. 
I've  a  friend  who  will  stand  by  me,  Till  the  pearly  gates  un  -  fold. 
And  the    an  -  gels  are     in   waiting,  When  the    pearly    gates    un  -  fold. 
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On  the  Cross  of  Calvary. 
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1.  On    the     Cross     of  Cal-va  -  ry,    Je  -  sus     died      for  you  and  me ;  There  he 

2.  Oh,  what  wondrous,  wondrous  love,Bro't  me  down    at    J^  -  *us' feet ;  Oh,  such 

3.  Take  me,  Je     -     sus,  I   am    thine,  Wholly     thine,  for  -  ev  -  er-more;  Blessed 

4.  Clouds  arid  darkness  veil'd  the  skies,  When  the  Lord  was  cru  -ci-fied:  "It     is 
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shed  his  precious  blood,That  from  sin  we  might  be  free.Oh,the  cleansing  stream  does 
won  -  drous,  dy-inglove,Asksa      sac  -  ri-fice  complete. Here  I    give  myself  to 
Je  -  sus,thou  art  mine,Dwell  within, forevermore.Cleanse,oh, cleanse  my  heartfrom 
fin  -  ish'd !'' was  his  cry,  When  he  bow'd  his  head  and  died.  It  is  fin-ish'd,  it    is 
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flow,    And  it  washes  white  as  snow  : 
thee,  Soul  and  body   thine  to   be: 
sin,  Make  and  keep  me  pure  within  : 
fin  ish'd,  All  the  world  may  now  go  free 


It  was  for  me  that  Je-sus  died  On  the 
It  was  for  me  thy  Blood  was  shed  On  the 
It  was  for  this  thy  Blood  was  shed  On  the 
It  was  for  me      that  Je-sus  died  On   the 
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It     was  for     me^.       that   Je  -  sus   died    On   the  Cross  of    Cal  -  va  -  ry 
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Full  Salvation, 


F.  H.  Steele. 


From 


High-way  Songs ' 


by  permission. 
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1.  If  you  want  pardon,  if  you  want  peace,  If  you  want  sighing  and  sorrow  to  cease. 

2.  I         am  so  glad  that  Jesus  sav'd  me,Purehas'd  my  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree ! 

3.  If  you  want  Jesus  t'  reign  in  your  soul,  Plunge  in  the  fountain, and  you  shall  be 
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Look  up  to  Jesus, who  died  on  the  tree,To  purchase  a  full  sal-va  -  tion. 
I  am  wash'd  in  th'  blood  he  shed  for  me  there,Enjoying  a  full  sal-va  -  tion. 
Look  up     to  Jesus, who  died  on  the  tree,To  purchase  a  full  sal-va  -  tion. 
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Liv  -  ing  beneath  the  shade  of  the  cross,  Counting  the  jewels  of  earth  but  dross : 
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Wash'd  in  the  blood  that  flow'd  from  his  side,  Enjoying  a  full  sal  -  va  -  tion. 


4  There's  peace  in  believing,  sweet  peace  to  the  row, 
To  know  that  he  maketh  me  perfectly  whole ; 
There's  joy  everlasting  to  feel  his  blood  flow, 
'Tis  life  my  Redeemer  to  know. 

6  There's  peace  in  believing,  sweet  peace  to  the  soul, 
To  know  tnat  he  maketh  me  perfectly  whole: 
Oh,  come  to  the  fountain,  oh,  come  at  his  call, 
There's  healing  and  cleansing  for  all. 
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My  Aln  Countrie. 


Siotch  Song,  Art. 


feAU:  i  i^ 


£E£ 


■g-s-r 


.   (  I      am   far    frae    my  hame,   an'    I'm  wea  -  ry    aftenwhiles,    For  tha 
'  \  An'  I'll  ne'er  be      fu'   con  -  tent     un  -  til    my    een  do  see  The 

D.  C.  But  these  sichts  an'  these  soun's  will    as    naething  be    to  me,  When  I 
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countrie. 
Fine. 
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i  The  earth   is  fleck' d  wi*  flow- era,    mon  -  y  -  tint-ed,    fresh  and  gay;) 
\  The  bird  -  ies     war  -  ble  blithely,     for      my    Father    made  them  sae  ;  $ 
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Tre  his  gude  word  of  promise,  that  some  gladsome  day  the  King 

To  his  ain  royal  palace,  his  banished  hame,  will  bring 

Wi'  een,  an'  wi'  heart  running  owre  we  shall  see 

"The  King  in  his  beauty,"  an'  our  ain  countrie. 

M y  gins  hae  been  mony,  and  my  sorrows  hae  been  sair ; 

But  there  they'll  neyer  rex  me,  nor  be  remembered  mair, 

For  his  bluid  hath  made  me  white,  and  his  hand  shall  dry  my  fti, 

When  he  brings  me  hame  at  last  to  my  ain  countrie. 


He  is  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,  an'  he'll  surely  come 
He'll  keep  his  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken ; 
But  he  bids  me  still  to  wait,  an'  ready  aye  to  be. 
To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countrie 
So  I'm  watching  aye,  and  singing  o'  njy  hame  as  I  wait, 
For  the  soun'ing  o'  his  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden  gat*. 
God  gie  his  grace  to  ilk  ane  wha  listens  noo  to  me, 
That  we  a'  may  gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countrie. 
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Speak,  Saviour,  Speak! 


H.  H.  Booth. 
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1.  Let  me  hear  thy  voice  now  speaking.  Let  me  hear,  and  I'll    o-bey  ;  While  be 

2.  Let  me  hear,  and  I     will  follow,Tho  the  path  be  strew'd  with  thorns  ;  It  is 

3.  Let  the  Blood  of  Christ  for-ev-er  Flood  and  cleanse  my  heart  within  :  That  to 
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fore  thy  Cross  I'm  seeking,  Oh,  chase  my  fears  a- way.  Oh,  let  the  light  now 
joy  to  share  thy  sorrow, Thou  raakest  calm  the  storm.No w  my  heart  thy  temple 
grieve  thee  I     may  never  More  stain  my  soul  with  sin.   Fare- well  to  worldly 
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falling  Re  -  veal  my  er  - 'ry  need  ;  Now  hear  me,  while  I'm  calling,  Oh  f 
making,  In  thy  fullness  dwell  with  me  ;  Ev*ry  e  -  vil  way  for-saking,  Thine 
pleasure,  Fare- well  to  self  and  pride;  How  wondrous  is  my  treasure,  With 
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speak,  and  I     will  heed.     Speak,  Saviour,  speak  !  O  -  bey     thee  I       will 
on    -    ly     I     will  be. 
Je   -    sus   at    my   side. 
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Now    at  thv  Cross  I  seek  From  all  that's  wrong  to    sev-er 
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God  be  With  You. 

Used  by  purchase  of  right. 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


1.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet   a-gain, By  His  counsels  guide, uphold  you, 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet   again/Neath  His  wings  protecting  hide  you, 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet   a- gain, When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you. 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet   a-  gain,Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you, 
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With  His  sheep  secure-ly  fold     you,     God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a- gain. 

Dai    -    ly  manna  still  provide    you,     God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a- gain. 

Put   His  arms  un-fail- in  ground  you,     God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave  before  you, God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 
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Till  we  meet,     till     we    meet,     till    we  meet,  Till    we 
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meet  at      Je  -  sus'  feet, 
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meet  at     Je  -  sus'  feet,  Till  we  meet, 
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God     be     with    vou     till 
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we     meet      a  -  gain 

-  I I 


m 


meet,  till     we  meet,  God    be     with  you     till      we    meet      a  -  gain. 
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Royal  Way  of  the  Cross. 


By  per.  of  Philip  Phillips. 
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.   i  We  may  spreadoTTr  couch  with  ro-ses,  And  sleep  thro'  the  sum-mer  day ;  > 
'{But  the  soul  that  in  sloth  re  -  pos -es,    Is         not     in  thenar -row  way.  $ 


D.  C.  For   the  roy  -  al       way     to 
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If  wo  fol-low    the  chart  that  is    giv 
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2  To  one  who  is  rear'd  in  splendor, 
'    The  cross  is  a  heavy  load, 
And  the  feet  that  are  soft  and  tender, 

Will  shrink  from  the  thorny  road : 
But  the  chains  of  the  soul  must  be  riven, 

And  wealth  must  be  as  dross ; 
For  the  royal  way  to  heaven 

Is  the  royal  way  of  the  cross. 


We  say  we  will  walk  to-morrow 

The  path  we  refuse  to-day, 
And  still  with  our  lukewarm  sorrow 

We  shrink  from  the  narrow  way. 
What  heeded  the  chosen  eleven, 

How  the  fortunes  of  life  might  toss, 
As  they  followed  their  Master  to  heaven 

By  the  royal  way  of  the  cross? 
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The  Gracious  Call. 


Wartensee. 
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Come,  said  Je  -  sus*  sa  -  cred  voice, 
Ye  who,  toss'd  on  beds  of  pain, 
Hith  -  er   come,  for  here  is     found 


Come,  and  make  my  path  your  choice; 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek    in    vain  ; 
Balm  that  flows  for  ev  -  'ry  wound, 
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I      will  guide  you    to    your  home ; 
Ye,  by     fiercer        an-guish  torn, 
Peace  that  ev-er      shall  en  -  dure, 

•0-       -  .♦   <*•     Vs       -0- 


Wea  -  ry   pil  -  grim,  hith-er  come. 
In        re-morse  for  guilt  who  mourn ; 
Rest     e  -  ter  -  nal,     sa-cred,  sure. 
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Love's  Duet. 


From  "Highway  Songs"  by  permission. 


J.  M.  Sawers. 

8te 


T.  Williams. 
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1.  When  Je-sus  spoke  peace  to  my  soul.And  cleans'  d  me  from  all    in- bred  sin,   I 

2.  Oh!  come,ye  guilt-yburden'dsouls,For-sake  thy  loath- some  load  of  sin  ;  Strike 
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promis'd  God  I'd    fol-low  on,The  crown  of  vic-to  -  ry    to  win.  Since 

loud  and  strong  at  mercy's  door,  Cry  out  for  God  to  take  you  in :  A 
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then  His  love  has  b< 
bro-ken  heart  He'll 
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jen  my  theme, 
not  re-pel, 
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His  shadow  is    my 
And  cause  your  life  His 
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And  on  His  arm  I  firmly  lean ; 

But  save  your  soul  from  death  and  hell, 
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sweet  retreat, 
praise  to  tell, 
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Lead  gently 
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nighty  Lord 
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My  resting-place  is  at  His  feet. 
Of  Him  who  doeth  all  things  well. 

>.     5,      ^     /  ad  lib. 
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Lead  gently  on,Thou  mighty  Lord  of  hosts,Love's  triumphant  song. Love's  triumphant 

[song. 
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Love's  Duet,    concluded. 

Sloivet 
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Oh,  who  can  tell  what  joy    we     feel,  While  o'er  our  souls    His  love  doth 
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steal  ;His  blood  it  comes  in  soothing  pow'r,  And  speaketh  peace  this  very  hour,To 


us      poor  mortal  man.Oh  !whatlove,Oh !  what  love,  What  melting,  broken  love. 


t=$ 


=T-=t 


-&*- 


x=x 


<*>'- 


111 

John  Fawcett. 


Dennis. 


Arr.  from  Negeli. 
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1.  Blest  be.,     the    tie, 


that  binds    Our  heart 
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in     Chris  -  tian  love; 
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2  Before  our  Father's  throne,  4  When  we  asunder  part. 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ;  It  gives  us  inward  pain  ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,  But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

Our  comforts  and  our  cares.  And  hope  to  meet  again. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes,  5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear ;  Our  courage  by  the  way, 

And  often  for  each  other  flows  While  each  in  expectation  lives. 

The  sympathizing  tear.  And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

Used  by  permission. 
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112      Is  Not  This  the  Land  of  Beulah? 


Anon. 


Arr.  by  per. 


S  -  -      -w  •    ~w     -»-     *•"    -& 

1.1  am  dwell  -  ing   on     the  mountain,  Where  the  gold- en     sunlight  gleams 

2.1  can  see       far  down  the  mountain,  Where  I    wan  -  dered  weary  years, 

3.1  am  drink  -  ing   at     the  foun-tain,  Where  I      ev   -    er  would  a  -  bide ; 


--N N N 


m — — jd-*- m m m—L-0 0-T — 0 0—L—m—s — m * —[ 1 L 

O'er    a   land  whose  wondrous  beau- ty     Far     exceeds     my  fond -est  dreams; 
Of -ten    hin- dered   in     myjour-ney     By     the  ghosts  of  doubts  and  fears  ; 
For  I've  tast  -  ed    life's  pure  riv  -  er,     And  my  soul      is     sat  -  is  -  fled; 
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Where  the     air       is     pure,  e  -  thereal,     La  -  den  with     the  breath  of  flow'rs, 
Brok  -  en  vows    and   dis-ap-point-ments  Thickly   sprinkled     all     the   way, 
There's  no   thirst-ing  for  life's  pleasures,  Nor    a-dorn  -  ing,  rich  and    gay, 


i 


I:  %   ~—f-rf 


S 


i±=S 


M4— ^-J>— <Z^3 


Cho. — Is     not   this     the  land   of  Beu-lah? 


Blessed,    bles-sed   land   of   light, 

D.S.  Chorus. 


They   are  bloom-ing   by     the  fountain, 
But     the  Spir  -  it      led     un  -  err-ing, 
For    I've  found     a     rich  -  er  treas-ure, 
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'Neath  the  am  -  a  ran-thine  bow'rs. 
To     the  land       I     hold  to  -  day. 
One  that  fad  -  eth  not     a  -  way. 
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Where  the  flow  -  ers  bloom  for  -  ev  -  er, 


And 


the  sun 


Tell  me  not  of  heavy  crosses, 

Nor  the  burdens  hard  to  bear, 
For  I've  found  this  great  salvation 

Makes  each  burden  light  appear  ; 
And  I  love  to  follow  Jesiis, 

Gladly  counting  all  but  dross, 
Worldly  honors  all  forsaking 

For  the  glory  of  the  Cross. 


al-ways  bright. 

Oh,  the  Cross  has  wondrous  glory ! 

Oft  I've  proved  this  to  be  true ; 
When  I'm  in  the  way  so  narrow, 

I  can  see  a  pathway  through ; 
And  how  sweetly  Jesus  whispers  ; 

Take  the  Cross,  thou  need'st  not  fear, 
For  I've  tried  the  way  before  thee, 

And  the  glorv  lingers  near. 
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113         Rejoice,  His  Name  is  Jesus, 


Rev.  L.  H. 


Rev.  L.  Hartsough, 
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1.  "I  bring  you  tid-ings  of  great  joy,"  For    Je  -  suscomesto  save    His  own; 
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Yes,  Je  -  sus  comes,  tho' Lord  of  all,       For   you  He  leaves  His  heav'nly  home. 
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REFRAIN. 


Rejoice,HisNameis  Je-sus,  for  He  saves;       Re-joice,  His  Name  is  Je-sus,for  He    saves, 
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He  saves ; 
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He  saves, 
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For  He  saves.  For  He  saves,       For  He  saves  His  people  from  their  sins,from  their  sins, 
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He  saves. 


He  saves, 


2  Just  at  the  door  with  lifted  hand.  .   -d      ta.         ■      t    aV  •         -n     •  ,  ■, 

TT  j         j  i         i  ,,  4  Besetting  sins  to  Christ  will  vield, 

He  stands  and  knocks — would  enter 

in  ; 


Through  Him  all  self  will  find  a 
TOo  welcomes  Christ,  with  heart  and        ^^J^  deadly  stnfe  will  cease, 

wn  ^  *  t  j!  ■  -^s   Jesus  proves    His    power   to 

Will  prove  that  Jesus  saves  Irom  sin.  r  x 

r  save. 

3  No  other  friend  can  bless  as  He, 

You've   greeted    others— welcome  5  And  Purity  is  His  free  gift, 

Him  ;  Thus  saving  to  the  uttermost ; 

What  foes   you've  had— you  thought  And  DV  the  Holv  Spirit's  power, 

,          them  friends  He  gives  to  us  .our  Pentecost. 

Jesus,  true  Poena,  will  save  Irom  sin. 

Used  by  permission. 
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The  Jordan  Crossing. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  By     Jor 

2.  The  pil 

3.  I       look 

4.  I       find 
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Arr.  from  Schumann,  by  R.  K.  C. 
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dan's  rush-  ing  stream  I   stand;  The 

lar  sheds  its  glow -ing  light    On 

in    vain  for  Mo  -  ses'  rod,      Yet 

the  corn  and  wine  and     oil;     No 
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roll  -  ing  tide    is 
corn   and  wine,  on 
on     the  brink  I 
E-gypt's  taste,  no 
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deep  and  wide,I  see     no  way ;      I        long 

fields  that  shine  In  fair- est  dress;    But   turns 

will  not  shrink,Nor  fear  the  tide:  Th'e-ter 

des  -  ert  waste.No  manna  here ;    I        reap 
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to  reach  the  prom-ised  land 
its  cloud  of  dark-est  night, 
nal  word, the  ark  of  God, 
the  rich- est     of      the  spoil; 
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The    desert  life  of  inward  strife  I   leave  to  -  day 

To  sighs  and  tears  ofweary  years  My  wil-der-ness; 

Goes  on  before  ;from  shore  to  shore.The  floods  divide  ; 

My  feet  now  stand  upon  the  land.No  foes    I     fear ; 
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I  leave  to  -  day. 
My  wil  -  der  -  ness. 
The  floods  di  -  vide. 
No  fears       I     fear. 
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0  Lord!     from  sin  grant  full    re-  lease,  Give  me    Thy  per  -  feet  peace. 
With  God  be- hind  and  God    be  -  fore,   I'll  reach  the  far  -  ther  shore. 

1  reck  -   on    I     am  dead      to     sin;  God's  word  give  peace  with -in. 

I     trust      in  what  my  Josh  -  ua  saith,  And  fight   the  fight     of    faith. 
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115       I  Know  Whom  I  Haye  Believed, 


El.  Nathan. 

Moderato. 


2  Tim.  i :  12. 
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1.  I  know    not  why  God's  "wondrous  grace  To  me      He    hath  made  known, 

2.  I  know    not  how  this    sav  -  ing  faith  To    me      He     did    im  -  part, 
3.1  know    not  how  the     Spir  -  it  moves, Con-  vine-  ing  men  of        sin, 
4.1  know    not  what  of    good   or     ill     Maybe      re- served  for      me, 
5.1  know    not  when  my  Lord  may  come,  At  night    or  noon-day    fair, 
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Nor  why — un-wor-thy — Christ  in    love  B,e-deem'd   me    for     His  own. 
Nor  how    be-liev-ing       in    His  word  Wro't  peace  with-  in     my  heart. 
Re  -  veal-  ing  Je  -  sus      thro'  the  word,Cre  -  at  -  ing  faith     in     Him. 
Of  wea    -    ryways,  or       gold -en  days,  Be  -  fore     His  face     I        see. 
Now  if      I'll  walk  the      vale  with  Him,  Or  "meet  Him     in     the      air." 
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CHORUS. 
A  little  faster. 
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But   '  'I  know  whom  I  have  believed,  And  am  persuaded  that  He  is     a  -  hie 
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To  keep  that  which  I've  com-mit  -  ted    un  -  to   Him   a- gainst  that  dav." 
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116    The  Master  Stood  in  His  Garden. 


E.  R.  V. 


■'We  have  this  treasure  in  earthen  vessels." — 2  Cor.  4:  7. 

James  McGranahan. 
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1.  Tlie  Mas  -  ter  stood  in  His  gar  -  den,  A  -  mong  the  li-lies  so  fair, 
42.  "My  li  -  lies  have  need  to  be  wa-tered,"  The  heaven  -  ly  Mas  -  ter  said: 
H.  But  the  Mas   -    ter    saw      and  raised  it    From  the  dust   in    which     it      lay, 

4.  So         forth  to   the  fountain  He  bore    it,     And      filled    it    full   to    the    brim: 

5.  The    droop    -    ing    li-lies  He  wa-tered,  Till         all        re-viv-ing   a  -   gain, 

6.  And      then  to    it  -  self        it     whispered,  As  a  -  side   He  laid  it    once   more. 
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Which  His   own    right   hand    had  plant  -  ed,    And  trained  with  ten  -  d'rest  care; 

Where    -    in  shall  1       draw     it     for       them, And  raise     each  droop  -  ing    head?" 
And    smiled  as  He    gent  -  ly    whis-pered,  "My  work  it  shall   do  to-day: 

How  glad  was  the  earth  -  en  ves  -  sel  To  be  of  some  use  to  Him! 
The  Mas  -  ter  saw  with  pleas-ure  His  la  -  bor  had  not  been  in  vain: 
"I  still  will    lie  in    His  path  -  way,  Just  where      1      did       be  -  fore; 
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He  looked  at  their  snow  -  y      bios  -  soms,  And  marked,with  ob-ser^-  vant     eye, 

Close,close  to    His  feet  on    the  path  -  way,  All  emp  -  ty,    and  frail,     and   small, 

It      is     but    an  earth    -    ern  ves  -  sel.  But  close  it      is      ly-iug     to      Me; 

He  poured  forth  the  liv  -  ing    wa  -  ter  All     o  -  ver    His    li-lies     so      fair, 

His    own       hand  drew      the  wa  -  ter,  Re-fresh-ing   the    thirst    -    y  flowers; 

For  close  would  I  keep  to  the  Mas  -  ter,  And  emp-ty  would  I  re  -  main, 
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That  His  flowers  were  sad    -    ly  drooping  For  their  leaves  were  parched  and  dry, 
Was  an    earth  -  ern   ves   -    sel    ly  -  ing,         That  seemed  of    no  use      at      all, 

It        is     small,    but    ciean,  and  emp-ty,—  That  is     all  it  needs    to       be, 

Till  emp   -   ty     was       the  ves  -  sel,  And  a  -  gain       He  filled  it    there, 

But    He    used      the    earth  -  ern  ves-sel  To    cou  -  vey       the  liv  -  ing  showers. 

Per     -     chance  some  day  He  may  use  me  To         wa  -  ter  His  flowers  a  -  gain, 
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The  Master  Stood  in  His  Garden,  concluded. 
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That  His  flowers  were  sad  -  ly  droop  -  ing 
Was  an  earth  -  en  ves  -  sel  ly  -  ing, 
It  is  small,  but  clean,and  emp  -  ty,— 
Till  emp  -   ty    was    the    ves  -  sel, 

But  He    used      the  earth  -  en   ves  -  sel 
Per    -    chance  someday  He'll  use     me 
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For  their  leaves   were  parched  and  dry. 
That    seemed  of   no  use      at    all. 
That  is      all  it  needs     to    be." 

And  a  -  gain       He  filled     it    there. 
To  con-vey         the  liv  -  ing  showers. 
To         wa-ter    His  flowers  a  -  gain. 
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Revive  Us  Again. 


Rev.  Wm.  Patton  Mackey.  1866. 
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1.  We  praise  Thee  O  God!  for  the  Son  of  Thy  love,  For   Jesus  who  died,  and  is 

2.  We  praise  Thee,0  God,for  Thy  spirit  of  light,  Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour.and 

3 .  All     glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,and 

4.  All     glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace,  Who  has  bro'tus,and  sought  us,  and 

5.  Re  -  viveus  again  ;fill  each  heart  with  Thv  love,  May  each  soul  be  rekindl'd  with 
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now  gone      a  -  bove.      Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  Thine  the  glo  -  ry,      Hal-le- 
scat-tered     our  night, 
cleansed  ev  -  'ry   stain, 
guid  -  ed      our  ways. 
fire      from      a  -  bove. 
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lu  -  jah !  A-men,  Hal 
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le-lu  -  jah!  Thine  the  glo- ry,    re-vive  us      a-gain. 
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We  Walk  by  Faith. 


Words  by  Fannv  J.  Crosby.        Used  by  permission.         Music  by  Wm.J.  Kirkpatkick 
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We  walk  by  faith,  etc. 

1.  We  walk  by  faith and  O     how  sweet The  flow'rs  that 

2.  We  walk  by  faith He  wills   it     so, And  marks  the 

3.  We  walk  by  faith di-  vine  -  ly    blest, On  Him  we 

4.  And  thus  by  faith till  life  shall  end We'll  walk  with 
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grow . 
path, 
lean, . 
Him, 
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beneath  our  feet And  fragrance  breathe ....     a-long  the 

.  that  we  should  go  ; And  when,at  times our  sky  is 

in  Him  we  rest ; The  more  we  trust our  Shepherd's 

.  our  dearest  Friend, . . .  Till  safe  we  tread the  fields  of 


-0-0—0-0'. 

-0-0  '-0-0' 


+>+ 


4iz4= 


M-v— V-V- 


t0-0^-0-0± 


%i 


-0-0- 


way That  leads  the  soul to  end-less  day 

dim, He  gent-ly  draws us  close  to  Him 

care, The  more  His  love 'tis  ours  to  share 

light, Where  faith  is  lost in  per  -  feet  sight 
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We  walk  by  faith,but    not     a- lone, Our  Shepherd's  ten-der  voice  we  hear, 
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A> >  Walk  by  Faith 
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m     our  own,  And  know  that  He  is  al-ways  near. 

s    ±L  jl  - — - 

b=3  I     1    i^nrrTT^  i    L  L  l\ 


119 
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Lost  in  Sight  of  Home, 


Dr.  H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  Lost  in    sight  of  home, where  lov'd  ones  Watch  the  weary  hours    in   vain, 

2.  Lost  in    sight  of  home,  where  moth-er     Fond-ly  gaz'd  up  -  on     her  hoy, 

3.  Lost  in    sight  of  home,  where  Fa- ther  Waits  to   meet  His  way  ward  child  ; 

4.  Lost  in    sight  of  home, where  brother's  Last  good-by   still    lin-gers  dear, 

5.  Lost  to  many  a  friend  and  loved  one,  Watching  no  win  heaven's  bright  dome 


Long  -  ing  for  fa  -  mil  -  iar  foot-steps  That  seem  not  to  come 
While  with  upturn'd eyes  he'd  rev  -  el  In  her  glee- ful  songs 
Longs  to  welcome  back  and  par- don,  Longs  to  see  him  rec  - 
And  that  sis-ter's  kiss  at  part  -  ing  Brings  to  mind  the  fall - 
Lost  while  Je  -  sus  waits    to   wel-come.  Lost,  and  lost      in     sight 


a  -  gain, 
of  joy. 
on  -  cil'd. 
ing  tear, 
of  home. 
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Haste,  O  haste     a  Sav  -  iour's  eall-ing,  Thro'    the  darken'd  mist    of     sin 
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See,      the  Gos-pel  light     still  flash-es     And      in  -  vites  the  wand'rer    in. 
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Let  Me  Go. 


R«v.  L.  H. 


Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 
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1.  Let    me  go  where  saints  are  go  -  ing,     To   the  man-sions  of    the  blest: 
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Let    me  go  where  my    Re-deem-er     Has  prepar'd     His  peo-ple's rest. 
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I  would  gain   the  realms  of  brightness,  Where  they  go     outnev  -  er-more, 
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I   would  join  the  friends  that  wait  me    O  -  ver     on      the  oth-er  shore. 


2  Let  me  go  where  none  are  weary, 

Where  is  raised  no  wail  of  woe  ; 
Let  me  go,  and  bathe  my  spirit 

In  the  raptures  angels  know  : 
Let  me  go,  for  bliss  eternal 

Lures  my  soul  away,  away, 
And  the  victor's  song  triumphant, 

Thrills  my  heart,  I  cannot  stay. 

3  Let  me  go,  why  should  I  tarry  ? 

What  has  earth  to  bind  me  here? 
What,  but  cares,  and  toils,  and  sorrows, 

What,  but  death,  and  pain,  and  fears  ? 
Let  me  go,  for  hopes  most  cherish'd, 

Blasted,  round  me  often  lie ; 
O  !  I've  gathered  brightest  flowers, 

But  to  see  them  fade  and  die. 


4  Let  me  go  where  tears  and  signing 

Are  forever  more  unknown ; 
Where  the  joyous  songs  of  glory 

Call  me  to  a  happier  home. 
Let  me  go   I'd  cease  this  dying, 

I  would  gain  life's  fairer  plains  ; 
Let  me  join  the  myriad  harpers, 

Let  me  chant  their  rapturous  strains. 

5  Let  me  go,  O  speed  my  journey, 

Saints  and  seraphs  lure  away  ; 
O  !  I  almost  feel  the  raptures. 

That  belong  to  endless  day. 
Oft  methinks  I  hear  the  singing 

That  is  only  heard  above : 
Let  me  go,  O  speed  my  going, 

Let  nie  go  where  all  is  love. 


Used  by  permission. 
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All  the  way  to  Calvary. 

From  '•'•High-way  Songs"  by  permission. 


K.  K.  Nicmrsok. 


All  the  way  to  Cal-va-ry  he  went  for  me,  He  went  for  me,  he  went  for  me  \ 
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All    the  way  to  Cal-va-ry    he  went  for    me,  And  now  he  sets  me  free. 
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1.  And   oh,       I    had  so  many,     many     sins,  But  he  took  them  all    a-way, 

2.  And  now     my  heart  is  full  of  joy  and  glee,  And  I  serve  him  night  and  day, 

3.  My    love      it      is  rekindled,  when  I     see      The         tree  on  which  he  died, 
_•_# H  a  0  -m    0 
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When  he  pardon'd  me :     He  took  them  all  a-way  When  he  par-don'd  me. 

Since   he  pardon'd  me,     I  serve  him  night  and  day,  Since  he  par-don'd  me. 

When  he  pardon'd  me :   The  tree  on  which  he  died,  When  he  par-don'd  me. 
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C.  Wesley. 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


Fine. 
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Je  -  sus,Lov-er     of    my  soul, 
While  the  near-  er    wa-tersroll, 
D.C.— Safe     in  -  to     the  ha  -  ven  guide, 
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Let    me  to    Thy  bos  -  om 
While  the  tempest  still     is 
O       re-ceive  my  soul     at 
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high! 
last! 


Hide  me,  O   my  Saviour, 
Till  the  storm  of  life     is 


hide, 
past 
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3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find  ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness  : 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  space. 


Used  by  permission. 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none  ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee : 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me ; 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing ! 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart. 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


1.  Come  un-to     me  when  shadows  darkly  gath-er,   When  the  sad  heart  is 

D.  S. — Come  un-to    me,  and 
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wea-ry  and  distressed,  Seek-ing  for  com-fort  from  your  heav'nly  Fa-ther, 
I    will  give  you  rest. 
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2  Large  are  the  mansions  in  thy  Father's 
dwelling,  [dim ; 

Glad  are  the  homes  that  sorrows  never 
Sweet  are  the  harps  in  holy  music  swell- 
ing, [enly  hymn. 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heav- 
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3  There,  like  an  Eden  blossoming  in  glad- 
ness, [rudely  pressed; 
Bloom  the  fair  flowers  the  earth  too 
Come  unto  me,  all  ye  who  droop  in  sad- 
ness, 
Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
118 


Abide  With  Me. 
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1.  A  -  bide  with     me!     Fast   falls  the     e  -  ven  -  tide,      The     dark-ness 

2.  Swift  to     its      close     ebbs    out  life's  lit  -  tie     day  ;     Earth's  joys  grow 
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deep  -  ens — Lord, with  me     a  -  bide !  When     oth  -  er     help    -    ers 
dim,        its       glo  -  ries  pass    a  -   way ;  Change  and     de  -  cay         in 


fail,  and  com-forts  flee 
all      a- round  I     see; 


Help     of    the  helpless,  O 
O   Thou  who  changest  not, 
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3  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ;    4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  han  d  to  bless ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's    Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitter- 


power 


[bei 


[victory  ? 
Who,  like  thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can    Where  is  death's  sting?  where  grave, thy 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  abide    I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me ! 
with  me  !  Used  by  perm  ission . 
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Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace 
Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace : 
|| :  O,  refresh  us, :  || 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 
Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound : 
|| :  May  Thy  presence :  || 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 
So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 

TJs  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven, 

Glad  to  leave  our  cumbrous  clay, 
|| :  May  we  ready :  || 
Rise  and  reign  in  endless  day. 
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1  Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine ! 
Oh,  what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine ! 
Heir  of  salvation,  purchased  of  God, 
Born  of  His  Spirit,  washed  in  His 

blood. 
Cho. — 1| :  This  is  my  story,  this  is  my  song, 
Praising  the  Saviour  all  the  day  long.:  || 

2  Perfect  submission,  perfect  delight, 
Visions  of  rapture  burst  on  my  sight, 
Angels  descending,  bring  from  above, 
Echoes  of  mercy,  whispers  of  love. 

3  Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 

I  in  my  Saviour  am  happy  and  blest, 
Watching  and  waiting,   and  looking 

above, 
Filled  with  His  goodness,  lost  in  His 

love. 
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127  Sitting  at  the  Feet  of  Jesus. 


J.  H. 


From 
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Songs  of  yoy  and  Gladness." 
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1.  Sit  -  ting   at     the    feet   of    Je-sus,    ()    what  words  I    hear  Him  say! 

2.  Sit  -  ting  at    the    feet  of    Je  -  sus,  Where  can  mor-tal    be  more  blest? 

3.  Bless  me,    O     my   Saviour,bless me,    As        I      sit    low    at  Thy  feet; 
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Hap  -  py  place  !so  near,  so  precious  !May  it  find  me  there  each  day : 
There  I  lay  my  sins  and  sorrows,  And,  when  wea-ry,  find  sweet  rest: 
Oh    look  down  in    love  up-on    me,  Let      me    see  Thy  face  so  sweet, 


•^F^- 


i 


■fg  -  » 


* — *■ 


1/       V       V 


\--^\ J*d 1—; \ 


«— m 


*»: 


Sit  -  ting  at  the  feet  of  Je-sus,  I  would  look  up  -  on  the  past; 
Sit  -  ting  at  the  feet  of  Je-sus,  There  I  love  to  weep  and  pray, 
Give  me,  Lord,the  mind  of    Je  -  sus,  Make  me  ho  -  ly      as     He  is  ; 
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For  His  love  has  been  so  gra-cious,  It  has  won  my  heart  at  last. 
While  I  from  His  fulness  gath  -  er  Grace  and  comfort  ev-'ryday. 
May     I    prove  I  ve  been  with  Je-  sus,  Who   is     all    my  righteousness. 
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Used  by  permission. 


0,  FOR  A  HEART  TO  PRAISE  MY  GOD. 


1  Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  the  blood 
So  freely  spilt  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resign'd,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne : 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone  : 


3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
For  Him  that  dwells  within : 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew*  <L 

And  full  of  love  divine ; 
Perfect  and  right,  and  pure  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 


5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above  ; 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new  best  name  of  Love. 
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The  Child  of  a  King. 


Words  by  Hattib  E.  Buxu.. 


Arr.  from  Melody,  by  J.  P.  Wxarrosw 
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My  Fa-ther  is   rich     in  houses  and  lands,  He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the 
My  Father's  own  Son, the  Saviour  of  men,Once  wander'd  o'er  earth  as  the 
I     once  was  an  out-cast  stranger  on  earth,  A     sin -ner  by  choice,  an 
A    tent   or     a  cot-tage,why  should  I  care?  They're  building  a  palace  for 
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world  in   his  hands  !  Of  rubies  and  diamonds,  of  sil-ver  and  gold,     His 
poor-est    of  men;     But  now  he  is  reigning   for-ev  -  er   on   high,  And  will 
al  -    ien   by  birth!  But  I've  been  a-dopt-ed,  my  name's  written  down, — An 
me      o  -  ver  there !  Tho'  exiled  from  home,    yet  still   I    may  6ing  —  All 
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cof  -  fers  are  full, — he  has  rich  -es     un-told ! 
give  me  a   home    in      heav*n  by  and  by. 
heir    to    a    man  -  sion,  a  robe,  and   a  crown, 
glo  -  ry   to  God,  I'm  the  child  of      a  King ! 
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I'm  the  child  of  a  King,Th» 


£•££ 


mm  m  \  $ 


BSBB 


H^ 


t: 


pH'Hi  iii':HiJP# 


a 


s=s+* 


•  King 


child  of   a  King !  With  Je-tut  my  Saviour    I'm  the  child  of 
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LdV  EVENIHQ 

1  Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing, 
Thou  canst  save  and  thou  canst  heal. 
1  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us, 
We  are  safe,  for  thou  art  nigh. 


BLESsnro. 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  thee ; 
Thou  art  he  who,  never  weary, 
Watchest  where  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  as. 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 
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1  How  happy  every  child  of  grace, 

Who  knows  his  sins  forgiven ! 
This  earth,  he  cries,  is  not  my  place ; 

I  seek  my  place  in  heaven: 
A  country  far  from  mortal  sight, 

Yet,  O.  by  faith  T  see 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight, 

The  heaven  prepared  for  me. 

2  O,  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours ! 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay, 
We    more   than    taste    the    heavenly 
powers, 

And  antedate  that  day  : 
We  feel  the  resurrection  near, 

Our  life  in  Christ  concealed, 
And  with  His  glorious  presence  here 

Our  earthern  vessels  filled. 

3  O,  would  He  more  of  heaven  bestow ! 

And  when  the  vessels  break. 
Let  our  triumphant  spirits  go 

To  grasp  the  God  we  seek. 
In  rapturous  awe  on  Him  to  gaze. 

Who  bought  the  sight  for  me, 
And  shout  and  wonder  at  His  grace 

To  all  eternity. 
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1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is. 

I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  He  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
What  can  1  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heav'nly  pasture  grows ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass. 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  His  own  right  way, 
For  His  most  holy  name. 

4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ; 
Tho'  I  should  walk  thro  death's  dark 
shade, 
My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  Amid  surrounding  foes, 

Thou  dost  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  foil' wing  days  ; 

Nor  from  Thy  house  will  I  remove, 

Nor  cease  to  speak  Thy  praise. 
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1  Still,  for  Thy  loving  kindness.  Lord, 

I  in  Thy  temple  wait ; 
I  look  to  find  Thee  in  Thy  word, 
Or  at  Thy  table  meet. 

2  Here,  in  Thine  own  appointed  ways, 

I  wait  to  learn  Thy  will ; 
Silent  I  stand  before  Thy  face, 
And  hear  Thee  say,  Be  still ! 

3  Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God ; 

'Tis  all  I  live  to  know  ; 
To  feel  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood, 
And  spread  its  praise  below. 

4  1  wait  my  vigor  to  renew, 

Thine  image  to  retrieve, 
The  vail  of  outward  things  pass  through, 
And  gasp  in  Thee  to  live. 
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1  Jesus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds 

To  every  opened  ear  ! 
The  pardoned  sinner's  memory  holds 
None  other  name  so  dear. 

2  Jesus  !   it  speak  a  life  of  love, 

And  sorrows  meeklv  borne  ; 
It  tells  of  sympathy  above, 
In  all  that  makes  us  mourn. 

3  It  speaks  of  righteousness  complete, 

Of  holiness  to  God  ; 
And  to  our  ears  no  truth  so  sweet 
As  Thine  atoning  blood. 

4  Jesus  !  the  one  who  knew  no  sin, 

Made  sin  to  make  us  just ! 
Worthy  art  Thou  our  love  to  win, 
And  worthy  all  our  trust ! 

5  The  mention  of  Thy  name  shall  bow 

Our  hearts  to  worship  Thee ; 
The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand  Thou, 
The  chief  of  sinners  we. 
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1  Salvation— 0,  the  joyful  sound! 

'Tis  music  to  our  ears  ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Salvation — O  Thou  bleeding  Lamb! 

To  Thee  the  praise  belongs  : 

Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts, 

And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

3  Salvation — let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 
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1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee ; 
By  the  world  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be : 
I  have  called  Thee,  "Abba,  Father," 

I  have  set  my  hope  on  Thee ; 
Storms   may   howl,    and   clouds   may 
gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me ! 

2  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  give  me  sweeter  rest. 
O,  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
O,  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

3  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation  ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station. 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  spirit  dwells  within  Thee, 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine, 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee, — 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 

4  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed   by   faith   and    winged   by 
prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  before  thee, 
God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee 
there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days ; 
Hope  shall  change  to  full  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 
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1  Something  every  heart  is  loving ; 

If  not  Jesus,  none  can  rest. 
Lord,  my  heart  to  Thee  is  given  ; 
Take  it,  for  it  loves  Thee  best. 

2  Thus  I  cast  the  world  behind  me ; 

Jesus  most  beloved  shall  be ; 
Beauteous  more  than  all  things  beau- 
teous, 
He  alone  is  joy  to  me. 

3  Bright  with  all  eternal  radiance 

Is  the  glory  of  Thy  face ; 
Thou  art  loving,  sweet,  and  tender, 
Full  of  pity,  full  of  grace ! 

4  Keep  my  heart  still  faithful  to  Thee, 

That  my  earthly  life  may  be 
But  a  shadow  to  that  glory 
Of  my  hidden  life  in  Thee. 
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1  In  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear ; 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes, here. 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 

2  Wherever  He  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back ; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  I  lack. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim ; 
He  knows  the  way  He  taketh, 

And  I  will  walk  with  Him. 
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1  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

•'Come  unto  me  and  rest; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  dowia 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast." 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water  ;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Oi  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re- 
vived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"I  am  this  dark  world's  Light: 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  traveling  days  are  done. 
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Christian  brethren,  ere  we  part, 
Every  voice  and  every  heart 
Join,  and  to  our  Father  raise 
One  last  hymn  of  grateful  praise* 

To  the  Triune  God  of  heaven, 
Love  and  praise  be  ever  given ; 
Here  and  by  His  hosts  above, 
Endless  praise,  adoring  love. 
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1  God  the  Father,  high  in  glory- 

Seated  on  the  eternal  throne, 
Lo !  Thy  children,  bowed  before  Thee, 

Seek  Thy  smile  and  grace  alone. 
God  the  Father, 
Make  to  ns  Thy  mercy  known. 

2  God  the  Son  our  blessed  Saviour, 

Standing  at  the  mercy-seat, 
Thou  hast  pledged  Thy  gracious  favor 

Wheresoe'er  Thy  people  meet. 
Blessed  Jesus, 
Bless  us,  waiting  at  Thy  feet. 

3  God  the  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Love's  essential  oneness,  come, 
If  we  now  Thy  grace  inherit, 

Make  this  humble  place  Thy  home. 
Great  Jehovah, 
Let  Thy  answering  glory  come. 
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1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

3  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  will  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 
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1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
A  heart  from  sin  set  free, 

A  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me ! — 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne, 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone ! — 

3  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 
And  filled  with  love  divine ; 

Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

4  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above ; 

Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  love. 
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1  Shall  we  gather  at  the  river 

Where  bright  angel  feet  have  trod, 
With  its  crystal  tide  forever 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God? 

Chortcs. 
Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river 
The  beautiful,  the  beautiful  river, 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  river 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

2  On  the  margin  of  the  river, 

Dashing  up  its  silver  spray, 

We  will  walk  and  worship  ever, 

All  the  happy,  golden  day. 

3  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 

Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 
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1  0  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

2  Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease, — 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

3  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

4  Look  unto  Him,  ye  nations  ;  own 

Your  God,  ye  fallen  race  ; 
Look  and  be  saved  through  faith  alone, 
Be  justified  by  grace. 
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1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 

No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one 

And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear. 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
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i   Still  on  the  Lord  thy  burden  roll, 
Nor  let  a  care  remain ; 
His  mighty  arm  shall  bear  thy  soul, 
And  all  thy  griefs  sustain. 

2  Ne'er  will  the  Lord  His  aid  deny 
To  those  who  trust  His  love ; 
And  they  who  on  His  grace  rely, 
Shall  sing  His  praise  above. 
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1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 
Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins  ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear,  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power 

Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 
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1  And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give  ? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 
For  Jesus  to  receive  ? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield.  I  yield; 

I  can  hold  out  no  more : 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  Thee  Conqueror. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake  ; 

My  friends,  my  all,  resign  ; 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  0  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  Thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove ; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  Thy  weight  of  love. 

6  My  one  desire  be  this, — 
Thy  only  love  to  know  ; 
To  seek  and  taste  no  other  bliss,— 
No  other  good  below. 


150 

1  What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page 

Majestic  like  the  sun, 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise  : 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Lord,  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine 

For  such  a  bright  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  Our  souls  rejoicingly  pursue 

The  steps  of  nim  we  love, 

Till  glory  break  upon  our  view 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 
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1  Alas,  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Did  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

3  But  floods  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 
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1  "I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives ;" 
What  rich  delight  this  sentence  gives ! 
He  lives,  triumphant  from  the  grave ; 
He  lives,  eternally  to  save. 

2  He  lives,  my  kind  and  constant  Friend, 
He  lives,  and  loves  me  to  the  end ; 

He  lives,  and  while  He  lives  I'll  sing 
Jesus,  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

3  He  lives,  and  grants  me  daily  breath ; 
He  lives,  and  I  s-hall  conquer  death ; 
He  lives,  my  mansion  to  prepare  ; 

He  lives,  to  bring  me  safely  there. 

4  He  lives — all  glory  to  His  name ! 
He  lives,  my  Saviour,  still  the  same ; 
O,  the  rich  joy  this  sentence  gives. 
"I  know  that  mv  Redeemer  lives!" 
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1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Holds  thee  in  full  survey  ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  admiring  eye, 
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1  My  blessed  Jesus  and  my  Lord, 
Thou  purest  source  of  joy  to  me, 

Earth  has  no  joys  which  can  afford 
The  bliss  which  I  have  found  in  Thee. 

2  How  sweet  the  joy  of  sins  forgiven ! 
How  sweet  to  feel  Thy  cleansing  blood ! 

How  sweet  to  be  an  heir  of  heaven ! 
How  sweet  to  be  a  child  of  God ! 

3  How  sweet  to  give  myself  to  Thee, 
And  feel  that  all  I  have  is  Thine ! 

How  sweet  to  know  Thou  givest  me 
Thyself,  and  all  Thou  hast  is  mine ! 

155 

1  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold, 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  would  not  be  controlled. 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  abroad  to  roam. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  desert,  waste,  and  wild ; 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  loye, 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  No  more  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  love  to  be  controlled  ; 
I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold. 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam  ; 
I  love  my  heavenly  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 
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1  He,  who  once  was  dead,  now  liveth ; 
Lo,  He  lives  for  evermore — 

He,  who  all  our  sins  forgiveth, 
He,  who  all  our  judgment  bore. 

2  His  the  Conqueror's  state,  and  glorious, 
Son  of  God  and  Son  of  man ; 

He,  returned  to  heaven  victorious, 
Finished  all  that  He  began. 

3  Yes,  'tis  done ;  from  heaven's  treasure 
All  the  fearful  debt  is  paid ; 

Our  transgression's  perfect  measure 
God  on  His  Beloved  laid. 

4  Tell  around  the  wide  creation 
"What  redeeming  love  hath  done ; 

Publish  full  and  free  salvation 
Through  the  blood  of  God's  dear  Son. 
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1  O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  Thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God ! 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 
I  am  the  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine ; 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 

Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

3  Now  rest,  my  long  divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest : 

Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, — 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 
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1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flowed. 

Be  of  sin  a  double  cure, — 

Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone ; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne- 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  mvself  in  Thee. 
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1  Nearer,  ray  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

2  Though  like  a  -wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  come  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

3  Here  let  my  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  mv  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise, 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Nearer  to  Thee. 
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1  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 
From  the  accursed  load. 

2  I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus  ; 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White,  in  His  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  spot  remains. 

3  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus, 

All  fullness  dwells  in  Him  ; 
He  healeth  my  diseases, 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 

4  I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 
He  all  my  sorrow  shares. 

5  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 
I  on  His  breast  recline. 

6  I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 
His  name  abroad  is  poured. 
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1  I  thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  Thy  cleansing  blood, 
To  dwell  within  Thy  wounds,  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
For  ever  closed  to  all  but  Thee : 

Seal  Thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  for  ever  there. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide, 
Close  sheltered  in  Thy  bleeding  side ! 
Who   thence   their   life   and    strength 

derive, 
And  by  Thee  move  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  Thou  Thy  quickening  Spirit 

breathe : 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  Thy  grace  to 

move : 
O,  wondrous  grace !  O,  boundless  love ! 

5  How  can  it  be,  Thou  heavenly  King, 
That  Thou  shouldst  us  to  glory  bring ; 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  Thy  throne, 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown.? 


1  0  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe  ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe  :  — 

2  That  will  not  murmer  or  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 

But  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain 

Will  lean  upon  its  God ; — 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempest  rage  without ; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; — 

4  That  bears  unmoved  the  world's  dread 

frown; 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile ; 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 
Or  Satan's  arts  beguile  ; — 

5  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  tied, 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Illumes  a  dying  bed. 

6  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come. 
We'll  taste  e'en  here  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 
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1  The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts, 

Is  whispering.  Sinner,  come ; 
The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  His  children,  Come. 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him,  Come ! 

Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come. 


3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

O,  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life 

'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 


4  Lo,  Jesus,  who  invites, 
Declares,  "I  quickly  come:" 

Lord,  even  so  ;  I  wait  Thy  hour ; 
Jesus,  my  Saviour,  come. 
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1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
Joy  of  heaven  to  earth  come  down ; 

Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling ; 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus,  Thou  art  all  compassion  ; 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation  ; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  troubled  breast ; 

Let  us  all  m  Thee  inherit, 
Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning ; 
Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 

End  of  faith  as  its  beginning ; 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 
Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive ; 

Suddenly  return,  and  never. 
Never  more  Thy  temples  leave : 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above, 

Pray  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish,  then,  Thy  new  creation ; 
Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 

Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crown  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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1  If,  Lord,  I  have  acceptance  found 
With  Thee,  or  favor  in  Thy  sight, 

Still  with  Thy  grace  and  truth  surround, 
And  arm  me  with  Thy  Spirit's  might. 

2  Still  hold  my  soul  in  second  life. 
And  suffer  not  my  feet  to  slide ; 

Support  me  in  the  glorious  strife, 
And  comfort  me  on  every  side. 

3  O,  give  me  faith,  and  faith's  increase ; 
Finish  the  work  begun  in  me  ; 

Preserve  my  soul  in  perfect  peace. 
And  let  me  always  rest  on  Thee. 
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1  Prince  of  Peace,  control  my  will ; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease ; 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  Thy  blood ; 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  God : 
Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be, 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  Thee. 

3  May  Thy  will,  not  mine  be  done  ; 
May  Thy  will  and  mine  be  one ; 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart ; 
Now  Thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  Saviour,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Thou  my  life,  my  God,  my  all ! 
Let  Thy  happy  servant  be 
One,  for  evermore,  with  Thee. 
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1  Jesus,  thine  all- victorious  love, 

Shed  in  my  heart  abroad ; 
Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove, 
Rooted  and  fixed  m  God. 

2  O,  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 

Might  now  begin  to  glow  ; 
Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire, 
And  make  the  mountains  flow. 

3  O,  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 

And  all  my  sins  consume : 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  Thee  I  call ; 
Spirit  of  burning,  come ! 

4  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart, 

Illuminate  my  soul ; 
Scatter  Thy  life  through  every  part, 
And  sanctify  the  whole. 
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1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  cross  of  Christ,  my  God ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

3  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down, 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 
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1  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be 
Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side ; 
This  all  my  hope  and  all  my  pi 
For  me  the  Saviour  died. 


2  My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  Thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own ; 

Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art ; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone — 

My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  The  atonement  of  Thy  blood  apply, 

Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 
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1  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armour  on, 
Strong    in  the   strength    which   God 
supplies 
Through  His  eternal  Son : — 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  in  His  mighty  power : 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 

With  all  His  strength  endued ; 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God  ; 

4  Thus  having  all  things  done, 

And  all  your  conflicts  passed, 
Ye  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And*  stand  entire  at  last. 
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1  The  banner  cross  is  waving  high, 

The  standard  of  our  God  ; 
'•To  arms,  to  arms!"  the  battle-cry; 
Ring  out  the  cheering  word. 

2  There's  sounds  of  victory  in  the  air, 

And  shout  of  triumph  grand ; 
The  hosts  of  God  in  mighty  prayer 
Are  sweeping  through  the  land. 

3  The  beast  is  hunted  to  his  lair, 

The  monster  to  his  den, 
And  love  her  spotless  bosom  bares 
To  rescue  fallen  men. 

4  What  can  withstand  the  might  sublime 

That  powerless  seeks  to  win? 
Resistless  as  the  flight  of  time 
Its  conquests  over  sin ! 

5  The  hand  of  faith  lays  hold  on  God, 

And  chokes  the  springs  of  death, 
And  pours  the  streams  of  life  abroad 
To  sweeten  poison's  breath. 

6  March  on !  march  on !  ye  conquering 

hosts, 
Till  not  a  foe  shall  stand, 
Nor  haunt  of  vice  through  all  our 
coasts, 
Nor  drunkard  in  the  land. 

F.  Bottome,  D.  D. 
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1  Behold,  I  come  with  joy  to  do 

The  Master's  blessed  will, 
My  Lord  in  outward  works  pursue, 

And  serve  His  pleasure  still. 
Thus  faithful  to  my  Lord's  commands, 

I  choose  the  better  part, 
And  serve  with  careful  Martha's  hands, 

But  loving  Mary's  heart. 

2  Though  careful,  without  care  I  am, 

Nor  feel  my  happy  toil ; 
Preserved  in  peace  by  Jesus'  name. 

Supported  by  His  smile : 
Rejoicing  thus  my  faith  to  show, 

His  service  my  reward, 
While  every  work  I  do  below, 

I  do  it  to  the  Lord. 

3  O,  that  the  world  the  art  might  know, 

Of  living  thus  to  thee, 
And  find  their  heaven  begun  below, 

And  here  Thy  glory  see ; 
Walking  in  all  the  works  prepared 

To  exercise  their  grace, 
They  gain  at  last  their  full  reward, 

And  see  Thv  glorious  face. 
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1  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies. 
Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise  : — 

2  "Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 

From  every  murmur  free  : 
The  blessmgs  rf  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  live  to  Thee. 

3  "Let  the  sweet  hope  that  I  am  Thine 

My  life  and  death  attend. 
Thy  presence  through  myjourney  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 
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1  Brethren,  let  us  join  to  bless 
Christ,  the  Lord  our  righteousness  ; 
Let  our  praise  to  Him  be  given, 
High  at  God's  right  hand  in  heaven. 

2  Son  of  God,  to  Thee  we  bow ; 
Thou  art  Lord,  and  only  Thou ; 
Thou  the  Virgin's  blessed  seed, 
Glory  of  Thy  church,  and  Head. 

3  Thee  the  angels  ceaseless  sing ; 
Thee  we  praise,  our  Priest  and  King ; 
Worthy  is  Thy  name  of  praise, — 
Full  of  glory,  full  of  grace. 

4  Thou  hast  the  glad  tidings  brought 
Of  salvation  by  Thee  wrought ; 
Wrought  to  set  Thy  people  free, 
Wrought  to  bring  our  souls  to  Thee. 

5  May  we  follow  and  adore 

Thee,  our  Saviour,  more  and  more ; 
Guide  and  bless  us  with  Thy  love. 
Till  we  join  Thy  saints  above. 
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1  In  every  trying  hour 

My  soul  to  Jesus  flies  ; 
I  trust  in  His  almighty  power, 
When  swelling  billows  rise. 

2  His  comforts  bear  me  up  ; 

I  trust  a  faithful  God ; 
The  sure  foundation  of  my  hope 
Is  in  my  Saviour's  blood. 

3  Loud  hallelujahs  sing 

To  our  Redeemer's  name ; 

In  joy  or  sorrow,  life  or  death, 

His  love  is  still  the  same. 
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1  O  Thou  who  earnest  from  above 

The  pure,  celestial  fire  to  impart. 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
On  rhe  mean  altar  of  my  heart. 

2  There  let  it  for  Thy  glory  burn. 

With  inextinguishable  blaze, 
And,  trembling,  to  its  source  return 
In  humble  prayer  and  fervent  praise. 

3  Jesus,  confirm  my  heart's  desire 

To  work,  and  speak,  and  think  for 
Thee; 
Still  let  me  guard  the  holy  fire, 
And  still  stir  up  Thy  gift  in  me. 

4  Ready  for  all  Thy  perfect  will, 

My  acts  of  faith  and  love  repeat, 

Tdl  death  Thy  endless  mercies  seal, 

And  make  the  sacrifice  complete. 
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1  Lord,  I  delight  in  Thee. 

And  on  Thy  care  depend ; 

To  Thee  in  every  trouble  flee. 

My  best,  my  only  Friend. 

2  When  nature's  streams  are  dried, 

Thy  fullness  is  the  same  ; 

With  this  will  I  be  satisfied, 

And  glory  in  Thy  name. 

3  Who  made  my  heaven  secure 

Will  here  all  good  provide : 
While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ? 
What  can  I  want  beside  r 

4  I  cast  my  care  on  Thee  ; 

I  triumph  and  adore  : 
Henceforth  my  great  concern  shall  be 
To  love  and  please  Thee  more. 
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1  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
Ten   thousand   thousand   are  their 
tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "Worthy  the   Lamb  that   died,"   they 

cry. 
"To  be  exalted  thus  :" 
"Worthy  the  Lamb."  our  lips  reply, 
"For  lie  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine  ; 
And  blessings  more  than  we  can  giTe, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 
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The  Blood  of  Jesus  Cleanseth  Me. 
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1 .  The  blood  of    Je  -  sus  cleanseth    me, 
Cho. — I  can.     I    will,     I     do      be  -  lieve, 


Cleanseth    me,      cleanseth  me, 
I  can.  I     will,    I     do     be- lieve. 


I      be  - 


The  blood  of    Je  ■ 
I  can,       I     wilL 


sus    cleanseth  me,  Just  now  while 
I     do       be -lieve,  That    Je  -  sus   died  for 


lieve ; 
me. 


Just  now  while  I        be  -  lieve, 


III 


Just  now  while  I 


-  lieve, 
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T     be- 


The  blood  of    Je  -  sus  cleans- eth    me,  Just  now  while 

180  Glory  to  His  Name. 

Jl.  A.  Hoffman.  By  per.  Psa.  63:  4. 
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1.  Down  at    the  cross  where  the  Sav-iour  died,  Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I         am     so  won-drous-ly  saved  from  sin;   Je  -  sus     so  sweet- ly      a- 

3.  Come  to   this  foun-tain    so  rich  and  sweet, Hum-ble  your  soul  at     the 
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sin  Icried,Theretomyheartwasthebloodapplied,Glo-ry  to  His  name, 
bides  within.  Saves  me  each  moment,  and  keeps  me  clean  ;Glo-ry  to  His  name. 
Sav-iour'sfeet;Plungein  to -day.and  be  made  complete.  Glo-ry  to  His  name. 
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D.S. — Now  to  my  heart  is  the  blood  applied,  Glo  -  ry  to  His  name. 
CHORUS.  ,  . ^    D.S. 
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Glo  -  ry    to      His    name! 
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America. 
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1.  My  country,'tis  of  thee.Sweet  land  of  liberty,    Of  thee  I  sing ;  Land  where  my 

2.  My  native  country,  thee,  Land  of  the  noble,  free,  Thy  name  I  love ;     I    love  thy 

3.  Letmusic  swell  th'  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  th'  treesSweet  freedom's  song,Let  mortal 
4       Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee,  Author  of  lib-er-ty,  To  thee  we  sing ;  Long  may  our 
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fathers  died,  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride,From  every  mountain  side,  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that 

[above. 
tongues  awake,  Let  all  that  breathe  partake,  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound 

[prolong. 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light  ;Protect  us  by  Thy  might,Great  God,our  King! 
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Rock  of  Ages. 
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Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me. 


J.   E.    GOL'LD. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav-iour.  pi  -  lot    me 

2.  As     a   moth  -  er     stdls   her  chdd, 

3.  When  at  last      I      near  the    shore. 


O  -  ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 
Thou  canst  hush  the  o  -  cean  wild  ; 
And  the  fear  -  ful  break-  ers    roar 


Unknown  waves  before    me    roll,       Hid  -  ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoals ; 
Boisterous  waves  o-bey  Thy  will      When  Thou  say*  st  to  them  "Be   still!" 
'Twixtmeand  the  peace -ful  rest,       Then,  while  lean  -  ing  on     Thy  breast, 


Chart  and  com  -  pass  come 
Wondrous  Sov-'reign  of 
May     I    hear  Thee   say 


from  Thee :  Je  -  sus,Sav  -  iour, 
the  sea,  Je  -  sus.Sav  -  iour, 
to       me, — "Fear  not,  I       will 


pi  -  lot  me. 
pi  -  lot  me. 
pi  -  lot  thee!' 


•»- 


m 


t=t 


Used  by  permission . 


184 


Rev.  Samuel  F.  Smith. 


To-day  the  Saviour  Calls. 


Lowell  Mason. 

-4- 


J2L 


% 


is: 


day  the  Sav-iour 
day   the  Sav-iour 


calls :       Ye    wand'rers  come ; 
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3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls : 

For  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
,  And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day : 

Yield  to  His  pow'r ; 
O  grieve  Him  not  away, 
'Tis  mercy's  hour. 


Used  by  permission . 
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185       Come,  For  the  Feast  is  Spread, 


Mrs.  W.  H.  Thomas. 


1.  Come  for  the  feast  is  spread. Hark  to  the  call!    Come  to    the  liv-iug  bread.Broken  for   all; 

2.  Come  to  the  throne  of  graceJBoidly  draw  near;  He  who  would  win  the  race  Must  tar-ry  here. 

3.  J<-  -  sus,  we  come  to  Thee,Oh,take  us     in!        SetThouour  spir-its  tree ;Cleanse  us  from  sin! 
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Come  to  His  house  ofwine:Low  on  His  breast  recline,  All  that  He  has  isThine,Come,sinner,come. 
What'er  Thy  want  may  he.  Here  is  the  grace  for  thee,  Jesus  Thy  only  plea;Come,Christian,  come. 
Then,in  yon  land  of  light,  Clottfd  in  our  robes  ofwhite,Resting  not  day  nor  night,Thee  will  we  sing. 
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F.  Bottome,  D.  D. 
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Copyright.  1SS7,  by  Charles  Cullis. 


He  is  Calling. 


Arr.  by  S.  J.  Vail. 
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O     the   voice  of    ten  -  der   mercy     Clear  and  full     a  -  bove   the  strife, 
It      is      Je  -  sus   pass  -  ing  by  me,    Hark  !  He  speaks  the 

/At    His  touch  is    sight  and  heal-ing,  At      His  word  the  dead     a  -  rise; 

\  When  He  speaks  new  life  re-  veal  ing,  Guil-ty    con-dem- 

f  Lo,  His  arm  hathbro't  sal  -  va-tion,  He      is  migh  -  ty     to      re-deem; 

1  There's  no  mor-tal  trib  -  u  -  la-tion    But    is     lost    in 


-9 

word  of  life, 
na  -  tion  flies, 
find- ing  Him. 
-J 


He    is  calling ! "Come  to  me! "Lord,! glad-ly    come   to  Thee. 


\   Sinful  shame,  and  sorrow  weeping  5  O  the  bliss  to  sinners  given, 

Bathes  His  sacred  feet  with  tears  ;  In  the  fullness  of  His  grace ; 

While  in  gentle  accents  speaking  Pardon,  holiness,  and  heaven, 

Mercy  soothes  her  guilty  fears.  In  the  smiling  of  His  face. 

Used  by  permission. 
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187        I  Hear  Thy  Welcome  Voice. 


Rev.  L.  H. 


Mm^mm^ 


Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 
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1.  I         hear   Thy  welcome  voice,     That      calls     me,  Lord,  to     Thee; 

2.  Tho' com  -  ing  weak  and  vile,        Thou      dost   my  strength  as  -  sure  ; 
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For  cleans  -  ing     in     Thy  precious  Blood,That  flow' d  on     Cal-va   -   ry. 
Thou  dost    my   vile-ness  ful  -  ly  cleanse,Till     spot  -  less  all,    and    pure. 
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Wash  me,cleanse  me. 


in    the  Blood  That  flowed    on     Cal  -  va 


3  'Tis  Jesus  calls  me  on 

To  perfect  faith  and  love, 
To  perfect  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust, 
For  earth  and  heaven  above. 

4  'Tis  Jesus  who  confirms, 

The  blessed  work  within, 
By  adding  grace  to  welcomed  grace, 
Where  reigned  the  power  of  sin. 


5  And  He  the  witness  gives 

To  loyal  hearts  and  free, 
That  every  promise  is  fulfilled, 
If  faith  but  brings  the  plea. 

6  All  hail !  atoning  blood ! 

All  hail !  redeeming  grace ! 
All  hail !  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 
Our  strength  and  righteousness. 


From 


Song  Sermons,"  by  per.  of  Philip  Phillips. 
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1  Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  His  choice ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessings  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 
And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame, 

From  His  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  His  salvation  ours  ; 
Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed, 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up  and  bless  His  glorious  name, 
Henceforth  for  evermore. 

189 

1  When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay, 
'Tis  sweet  to  look  beyond  our  cage, 
And  long  to  fly  away. 

2  Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  His  love  ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward,  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above. 

3  First  to  look  back,  and  see  my  name 

In  life's  fair  book  set  down  ; 
Then  to  look  forward,  and  behold 
Eternal  joys  my  own  ; — 

4  Sweet  to  reflect  how  grace  divine 

My  sins  on  Jesus  laid  ; 
Sweet  to  remember  that  Thy  blood 
My  debt  of  suffering  paid ; — 

5  Sweet  in  Thy  righteousness  to  stand, 

Which  saves  from  second  death ; 
Sweet  to  experience,  day  by  day. 
Thy  Spirit's  quickening  breath. 

6  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  stream, 

What  must  the  Fountain  be, 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 
Immediately  from  Thee ! 

7  O,  may  the  unction  of  these  truths 

For  ever  with  me  stay, 
Till,  from  her  sinful  cage  dismissed, 
My  spirit  flies  away. 
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1  Blessed  Jesus,  I  would  be 
Perfectly  conformed  to  Thee : 
Washed  in  Thine  own  precious  blood. 
Wholly  sanctified  to  God. 
Thou  alone  hast  power,  I  know, 
Full  salvation  to  bestow, 
And  I  trust  Thy  gracious  will 
This  petition  to  fulfill. 


Blessed  Jesus !  even  now, 
While  before  Thy  cross  I  bow. 
Let  the  crimsom,  cleansing  tide. 
Flowing  from  Thy  opened  side, 
Through  my  heart  its  passage  take. 
Me  a  holy  temple  make, 
Where  Thy  will,  and  Thine  alone. 
Shall  for  ever  have  its  throne. 


3  Blessed  Jesus,  Thou  dost  hear ! 
"Perfect  love  casts  out  all  fear  ;" 
While  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
Full  salvation  I  receive. 
O,  the  bliss,  the  joy,  the  peace ! 
I  from  sin  have  sweet  release. 
Blessed  Jesus,  unto  Thee. 
Evermore  the  praise  shall  be. 
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1  In  the  Christian's  home  in  glory 

There  remains  a  land  of  rest,  , 
Where  the  Saviour's  gone  before  me, 
To  fulfill  my  soul's  request. 

Cho. — On  the  other  side  of  Jordan, 
In  the  sweet  fields  of  Eden, 
Where  the  tree  of  life  is  blooming, 

There  is  rest  for  you. 
|| :  There  is  rest  for  the  weary,  :| 
There  is  rest  for  you. 

2  He  is  fitting  up  my  mansion, 

Which  eternally  shall  stand ; 
And  my  stay  shall  not  be  transient 
In  that  holy,  happy  land. 

3  Death  itself  shall  then  be  vanquished, 

And  its  sting  shall  be  withdrawn ; 
Shout  with  gladness,  O  ye  ransomed ; 
Hail  with  joy  the  happy  morn. 


Sing,  O  sing,  ye  heirs  of  glory  ; 

Shout  your  triumphs  as  we  go ! 
Zion's  gates  will  open  to  you ; 

You  shall  find  an  entrance  through. 
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1  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come ! 

Let  earth  receive  her  King ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  shall  reign ! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ  ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 
plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  shall  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He   rules   the  world  with    truth   and 

grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 
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1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend  ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Here  I  sit  in  wonder  viewing 

Mercy  streaming  in  His  blood ; 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

3  Truly  blessed  is  the  station, 

Low  before  His  cross  to  rest ; 
And  to  know,  in  God's  salvation. 
How  my  soul  is  fully  blest. 

4  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze. 
Love  I  much  ?     I've  much  forgiven  ; 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 
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1  Happy  the  souls  to  Jesus  joined, 

And  saved  by  grace  alone  ; 
Walking  in  all  His  ways,  they  find 
Their  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

2  The  church  triumphant  in  Thy  love, 

Their  mighty  joys  we  know  ; 
They  sing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  above, 
And  we  in  hymns  below. 

3  Thee  in  Thy  glorious  realm  they  praise, 

And  bow  before  Thy  throne"; 
We  in  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace, — 
The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 

4  The  holy  to  the  holiest  leads. 

And  thence  our  spirits  rise  ; 

For  he  that  in  Thy  statutes  treads 

Shall  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 
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1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known ; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless ; 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer, 
May  I  thy  consolation  share. 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight : 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize ; 
And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air, 
"Farewell,   farewell,    sweet  hour   of 

prayer." 
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1  Praise  ye  the  Lord  !     O  sing  aloud ! 

The  strong  Redeemer's  name  declare, 
And  thankful  lift  your  incense- cloud 
In  blended  gift  of  song  and  prayer. 

2  His  own  right  arm  hath  safely  led 

Our  scatter'd  tribes  thro'  all  the  way; 
And  lo  !   with  joyful  feet  we  tread 
The  courts  His  hands  have  raised  to- 
day. 

3  One  God,  one  faith,  one  name  we  own, 

One  family  in  Him  we  meet ; 
In  love  and  fellowship  make  known 
In  sweet  communion  at  His  feet. 

4  Our  fathers'  God  !     With  one  desire 

Our  hands  upraised  to  Thee,  behold! 
We  wait  a  Pentecostal  fire 

That  marked  our  Sires  in  days  of  old. 

o  So  shall  this  forest  temple  ring, 

And   yon  blue  dome   resound  Thy 
praise ; 
this 

sin^. 


Shall  be  to  us  the  Day  of  Days. 
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1  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 

O  God,  we  wish  them  there ; 
Our  life,  our  souls,  our  all,  we  leave 
Entirely  to  Thy  care. 

2  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand. 

Whatever  they  may  be, 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  bright, 
As  best  may  seem  to  Thee. 

3  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 

Why  shoul  d  we  doubt  or  fear  ? 
A  Father's  hand  will  never  cause 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 

4  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 

Jesus,  the  Crucified ; 
The  hand  our  many  sins  have  pierced 
Is  now  our  guard  and  guide. 

5  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand ; 

We'll  always  trust  m  Thee, 
Till  we  possess  the  promised  land, 
And  all  Thy  glory  see. 

198 

1  Blessed  Jesus,  heavenly  Lamb. 
Thine,  and  only  Thine,  I  am. 
Take  me.  body,  spirit,  soul ; 
Only  Thou  possess  the  whole ! 

2  Thou  my  "one  thing  needful"  be ; 
Let  me  ever  cleave  to  Thee! 

For  I  choose  the  better  part, 
And  I  give  Thee  all  my  heart. 

3  Jesus,  fix  that  heart  on  Thee ! 
Every  evil  let  me  flee ; 
Nothing  seek  but  things  above, 
Happy,  happy  m  Thy  love. 

4  Fairer  than  the  sons  of  men, 
Do  not  let  me  turn  again, 
Leave  the  fountain-head  of  bliss, 
Stoop  to  creature  happiness. 

5  All  my  treasure  is  above, 
All  my  riches  is  Thy  love ; 
Who  Thy  depth  of  love  can  tell, 
Infinite,  unsearchable? 
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1  O  teach  me  more  of  Thy  blest  ways, 

Thou  holy  Lamo  of  God ; 
And  fix  and  root  me  in  Thy  grace. 
As  one  redeemed  by  blood. 

2  O,  tell  me  often  of  Thy  love, 

Of  all  Thy  grief  and  pain  ; 
And  let  my  heart  with  joy  confess, 
From  thence  comes  all  my  gain. 
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1  What  sacred  fountain  yonder  springs 

Up  from  the  throne  of  God, 
And  all  our  covenant  blessings  brings  ? 
'Tis  Jesus'  precious  blood. 

2  What  mighty  sum  paid  all  my  debt, 

When  I  a  bondsman  stood, 
And  hath  my  soul  at  freedom  set? 
'Tis  Jesus'  precious  blood. 

3  What  stream  is  that  which  sweeps  away 

My  sins,  just  like  a  flood, 
Nor  lets  one  guilty  blemish  stay  ? 
'Tis  Jesus'  precious  blood. 

4  What  voice  is  that  which  speaks  for  me 

In  heaven's  high  court  for  good, 
And  from  the  curse  hath  set  me  free  ? 
'Tis  Jesus'  precious  blood. 

5  What  theme,  my  soul,  will  best  employ 

The  harp  before  thy  God, 
And  make  all  heaven  to  ring  with  joy? 
'Tis  Jesus'  precious  blood. 


201 


O  for  the  robes  of  whiteness ! 

O  for  the  tearless  eyes ! 
O  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies  ! 


2  O  for  the  no  more  weeping     , 

Within  the  land  of  love ; 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 
The  bridal  feast  above ! 

3  O  for  the  bliss  of  rising, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 

0  for  the  rest  of  lying 
For  ever  at  His  feet ! 

4  O  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face ! 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place ! 

5  Jesus,  thou  King  of  glory, 

I  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee  ; 

1  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

6  Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall  enter 

E'en  now  before  Thy  throne, 
That  all  my  love  may  centre 
On  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 
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1  Thy  way.  not  mine.  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be. 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  Smooth  let  it  be  or  rough, 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leads 
Right  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

3  1  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not,  if  I  might : 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God  ; 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

4  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 

Is  Thine  :  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

5  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health ; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

6  Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 

In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all ! 
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1  Lord,  with  united  hearts 

And  lips  now  touched  by  Thee, 
We  meet  to  laud  Thy  holiness, 
Eternal  Trinity. 

2  We  meet  in  Jesus  name; 

We  know  His  blood  was  shed  ; 
We  know  He  stands  within  the  vail, 
As  our  accepted  Head. 

3  His  loveliness,  and  Thine, 

Encircle  us  with  light ; 
One  with  those  perfect  saints  above, 
Who  walk  with  Him  in  white. 

4  Our  sins,  our  stains  are  gone ; 

Our  beauty,  Lord,  art  Thou  ; 
And    God,  the  righteous    God,    looks 
down 
On  us,  as  children,  now. 

5  Therefore  we  chant  Thy  praise, 

O  blessed  God,  most  high. 
To  swell  the  tide  of  song  that  rolls 
Throughout  the  azure  sky  : 

6  And  blend  our  voices.  Lord, 

With  angel  choirs  above  ; 
And   sweep    our    harps   in  tune  with 
those 
Who  sing  that  Thou  art  love. 
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1  Being  of  beings,  (-rod  of  love, 

To  Thee  our  hearts  we  raise ; 
Thy  all-sustaining  power  we  prove, 
And  gladly  sing  Thy  praise. 

2  Thine,  wholly  Thine,  we  want  to  be ; 

Our  sacrifice  receive  ; 
Made,  and   preserved,    and   saved    by 
Thee, 
To  Thee  ourselves  we  give. 

3  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  the  Saviour's  love 

Shed  in  our  hearts  abroad ; 

So  shall  we  ever  live  and  move, 

And  be  with  Christ  in  God. 
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1  My  blessed  Jesus,  Thou  nast  taught 

A  grateful  heart  to  sing. 
While  sheltering  my  weary  soul 
Beneath  Thy  loving  wing. 

2  I  praise  Thee  for  that  look  divine 

Which  broke  my  stony  heart, 
And  bade  its  sorrows  and  its  fears 
For  ever  to  depart. 

3  I  praise  Thee  for  that  arm  of  power 

Which  round  my  feeble  trame 
Has  ever  and  anon  been  thrown, 
And  still  abides  the  same. 

4  In  adoration  I  would  bow, 

O  Lord,  before  Thy  throne. 
And  yield  myself  a  sacrifice 
To  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

5  Lord,  I  am  Thine,  and  Thou  art  mine; 

O,  help  me  by  Thy  grace 
To  glorify  Thee  day  by  day. 
And  then  to  see  Thv  face. 
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1  O  Thou  God  of  my  salvation. 

My  Redeemer  from  all  sin. 
Moved  by  Thy  divine  compassion, 
Who  hath  died  my  heart  to  win, 

I  will  praise  Thee : 
Where  shall  I  Thy  praise  begin  ? 

2  Though  unseen,  I  love  the  Saviour ; 

He  nath  brought  salvation  near  ; 
Manifests  His  pardoning  favor  ; 
And  when  Jesus  doth  appear. 

Soul  and  body 
Shall  His  glorious  image  bear. 
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1  My  heart  is  resting,  O  my  God ; 

I  will  give  thanks  and  sing ; 
My  heart  is  at  the  secret  source 

Of  every  precious  thing. 
Now  the  frail  vessel  Thou  hast  made 

No  hand  but  Thme  shall  fill, 
For  the  waters  of  the  earth  have  failed, 

And  I  am  thirsty  still. 

2  I  thirst  for  springs  of  heavenly  life, 

And  here  all  day  they  rise ; 
I  seek  the  treasure  of  Thy  love, 

And  close  at  hand  it  lies. 
And  a  "new  song"  is  in  my  mouth, 

To  long-loved  music  set ; 
Glory  to  Thee,  for  all  the  grace 

I  have  not  tasted  yet. 

3  My  heart  is  resting,  O  my  God, 

My  heart  is  in  Thy  care ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  joy  and  health 

Resounding  everywhere. 
"Thou  art  my  portion,"  saith  my  soul, 

Ten  thousand  voices  say, 
And  the  music  of  their  glad  Amen 

Will  never  die  away. 
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1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  m  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  work  m  vaia ; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 
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1  Mv  God,  mv  life,  my  love, 

To  Thee,  to  Thee  I  call : 
I  cannot  live  if  Thou  remove  ; 
For  Thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  To  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss  ; 
They  sit  around  Thy  gracious  throne, 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

3  Not  all  the  harps  above 

Can  make  a  heavenly  place, 
If  God  His  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  His  face. 

4  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky, 

Can  one  delight  afford, — 
No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy, 
Without  Thy  presence,  Lord. 

5  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  pleasures  roll ; 
The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  centre  of  my  soul. 
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1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on, 

Thus  far  His  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  His  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 

And  I  perhaps  am  near  my  home ; 
But  He  forgives  my  follies  past, 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to 
come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep  ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head, 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my 
bed. 

4  In  vain  the  sons  of  earth  or  hell 

Tell  me  a  thousand  frightful  things ; 
My  God  in  safety  makes  me  dwell 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  His  wings. 

5  Faith  in  Thy  name  forbids  my  fear  ; 

O,  may  Thy  presence  ne'er  depart ; 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  Thy  heart. 

6.  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall 
come, 
My  flesh    shall    rest    beneath    the 
ground ; 
And  wait  Thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 
I.  Watts,  ab.  1709. 
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1  I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price ; 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy  ; 
And  sing  I  must,  a  Christ  I  have, — 
O.  what  a  Christ  have  I ! 

2  My  Christ  he  is  the  Lord  of  lords, 

He  is  the  King  of  kings ; 
He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
With  healing  m  His  wings. 

3  Christ  is  my  meat,  Christ  is  my  drink, 

My  medicine  and  my  health ; 
My  peace,   my  strength,  my  joy,  my 
crown, 
My  glory  and  my  wealth. 

4  Christ  is  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  Brother  and  my  Love ; 
My  Head  and  Hope,  my  Counsellor, 
My  Advocate  above. 

5  My  Christ  He  is  the  Heaven  of  heaven; 

My  Christ  what  shall  I  call  r 
My  Christ  is  first,  my  Christ  is  last, 
My  Christ  is  All  m  All. 
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1  Thy  presence,  Lord,  the  place  shall  fill : 

My  heart  shall  be  Thy  throne ; 
Thy  holy,  just,  and  perfect  will 
Shall  in  my  flesh  be  done. 

2  I  thank  Thee  for  the  present  grace, 

And  now  in  hope  rejoice, 
In  confidence  to  see  Thy  face, 
And  always  hear  Thy  voice. 

3  I  have  the  things  I  ask  of  Thee ; 

What  more  shall  I  require  ? 
That  still  my  soul  may  restful  be, 
And  only  Thee  desire. 

4  Thy  only  will  be  done,  not  mine, 

But  make  me,  Lord,  thy  home  ; 
Come  as  Thou  wilt,  I  that  resign ; 
But  O.  my  Jesus,  come ! 
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1  Jesus,  we  Thy  promise  claim  ; 
We  are  gathered  in  Thy  name ; 
In  the  midst  do  Thou  appear  ; 
Manifest  Thy  presence  here. 

2  Sanctify  us,  Lord,  and  bless ; 
Breathe  Thy  Spirit,  give  Thy  peace ; 
Come  and  dwell  within  each  heart ; 
Light,  and  life,  and  joy  impart. 

3  Make  us  all  in  Thee  complete, 
Make  us  all  for  glory  meet ; 
Meet  t'  appear  before  Thy  sight, 
Partners  with  the  saint*  in  light. 
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That  fellowship  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow 
WTho  reigns  in  light  above. 


2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  Thou  shalt  find 
Thy  heart  made  truly  His 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined, 
In  whom  no  darkness  is. 


3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  Thou  shalt  own 

Thy  darkness  passed  away, 
Because  that  light  hath  on  Thee  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  e'en  the  tomb 

No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  ; 
Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

5  Walk  in  the  light  J  thy  path  shall  be 

Peaceful,  serene,  and  bright ; 
For  God  by  grace  shall  dwell  in  Thee, 
And  God  Himself  is  light. 

Bernard  Barton,  1827. 
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1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise, 

Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears  ; 
The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears; 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  His  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 

For  me  to  intercede  ; 
His  all-redeeming  love. 

His  precious  blood  to  plead  ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace 

3  The  Father  hears  Him  pray, 

His  dear  Anointed  One ; 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  His  Son  : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  My  God  is  reconciled  ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear  ; 
He  owns  me  for  His  child ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear. 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  "Father.  Abba.  Father."  crv. 
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1  All  that  I  was — my  sin,  my  guilt, 

My  death — was  all  my  own : 
All  that  I  ami  owe  to  Thee, 
My  gracious  God,  alone. 

2  The  evil  of  my  former  state 

Was  mine,  and  only  mine ; 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoice 
Is  Thine,  and  only  Thine. 

3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state, 

The  bondage,  all  was  mine ; 
The  light  of  life  in  Avhich  I  walk, 
The  liberty,  is  Thine. 

4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin, 

And  taught  me  to  believe ; 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  found, 
And  now  I  live,  I  live. 

5  All  that  I  am,  e'en  here  on  earth, 

All  that  I  hope  to  be 
When  Jesus  comes,  and  glory  dawns, 
I  owe  it.  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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1  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Tongue  never  spake,  ear  never  heard, 

Never  from  heart  o'erflowed 
A  dearer  name,  a  sweeter  word, 
Than  Jesus,  Son  of  God. 

3  O,  hope  of  every  contrite  heart. 

To  penitents  how  kind! 
To  those  who  seek,  how  good  Thou  art ! 
But  what  to  those  who  find  ? 


4  Ah,  this  no  tongue  can  utter,  this 

No  mortal  page  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 
Jesus,  be  Thou  our  glory  now 
And  through  eternity. 

6  To  praise  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  all  divine, 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
Let  saints  and  angels  join. 
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1  A  mind  at  • -perfect  peace"   with  God, 

0  what  a  word  is  this ! 

A  sinner  reconciled  through  blood ; 
O,  this,  indeed,  is  bliss  ! 

2  By  nature  and  by  practice  far — 

How  very  far  ! — trom  God; 
Yet  now,  by  grace  brought  nigh  to  him, 
Through  faith  in  Jesus'  blood. 

3  So  nigh,  so  very  nigh  to  God. 

1  cannot  nearer  be  ; 

For,  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 
I  am  as  near  as  He. 

4  So  dear,  so  very  dear  to  God, 

More  dear  I  cannot  be ; 
The  love  wherewith  He  loves  the  Son, 
Such  is  His  love  to  me. 

5  Why  should  I  ever  careful  be, 

Since  such  a  God  is  mine  r 
He  watches  o'er  me  night  and  day, 
And  tells  me,  "Mine  is  Thine" 
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1  We  travel  now  in  wisdom's  ways, 

Strangers  to  doubts  and  fears ; 
Our  day  illumed  with  brightest  rays, 
And  joyful  are  our  tears. 

2  We  follow  Jesus  in  the  way ; 

He  gives  us  peace  within ; 
We  travel  in  a  flowery  way, 
Because  we're  freed  from  sin. 

3  We  have  no  will  or  wish  to  roam, 

Led  by  allurement  strong, 
But  onward  to  our  Father's  home, 
By  grace  are  borne  along. 

4  Cleansed    by  our    Saviour   from  sin'i 

stain, 
In  mercy's  living  flood, 
Restored  by  grace,  we  press  amain 
And  hasten  on  to  God. 
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1  Jesus,  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 

Thou  hast  bought  us  with  Thy  blood ; 
We  would  value  naught  beside 
Jesus — Jesus  crucified. 

2  We  are  Thine,  and  Thine  alone  ; 
This  we  gladly,  fully  own  ; 
And,  in  all  our  works  and  ways, 
Only  now  would  seek  Thy  praise. 

3  Help  us  to  confess  Thy  name, 

Bear  with  joy  Thy  cross  and  shame; 
Only  seek  to  follow  Thee, 
Though  reproach  our  portion  be. 
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1  Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

We  love  to  hear  of  Thee ; 
No  music's  like  Thy  charming  name, 
Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

2  O,  let  us  ever  hear  Thy  voice 

In  mercy  to  us  speak  ; 
And  m  our  Priest  we  will  rejoice, 
Thou  great  Melchisedec. 

3  Our  Jesus  shall  be  still  our  theme, 

While  in  this  world  we  stay  ; 
We'll  sing  our  Jesus'  lovely  name, 
When  all  things  else  decay. 

4  When  we  appear  in  yonder  cloud, 

With  all  the  ransomed  throng, 
Then  will  we  sing  more  sweet,  more 
loud, 
And  Christ  shall  be  our  song. 
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1  How  tender  is  Thy  hand. 

O  Thou  most  gracious  Lord  ! 
Afflictions  came  at  Thy  command, 
And  left  us  at  Thy  word. 

2  How  gentle  was  the  rod 

That  chastened  us  for  sin ! 
How  soon  we  found  a  smiling  God 
Where  deep  distress  had  been  ! 

3  A  Father's  hand  we  felt. 

A  Father's  love  we  knew  ; 
'Mid  tears  of  penitence  we  knelt. 
And  found  His  promise  true. 

4  Now  will  we  bless  the  Lord. 

And  in  His  strength  confide ; 
Jehovah  ever  be  adored  ; 
There  is  no  God  beside. 
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1  When  Jesus  to  my  rescue  came, 

And  set  my  spirit  free, 
It  seemed  at  first  some  happy  dream 
Of  all  I  longed  to  see. 

2  My   heart   with    raptures   sweet   and 

strange, 
My  lips  with  song,  o'erflowed  ; 
And  all  around  beheld  the  change. 
And  owned  the  hand  of  God. 

3  "The   Lord,'*   they   said,   "hath   great 

things  done:" 
"Things."  I  replied,  "divine;" 
Then  perfect,  Lord,  Thy  work  begun,    j 
And  make  me  whollv  Thine. 
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1  To  God,  the  only  wise, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 

Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 

Their  humble  praises  bring. 

2  'Tis  His  almighty  love, 

His  conduct  and  His  care, 
Preserve  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 
And  every  hurtful  snare. 

3  He  will  present  our  souls. 

Unblemished  and  complete, 
Before  the  glory  of  His  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great. 

4  Then  all  the  chosen  seed 

Shall  meet  around  the  throne, 
Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  His  grace, 
And  make  His  wonders  known. 

5  To  our  Redeemer  God, 

Wisdom  and  power  belong, 
Immortal  crowns  of  majesty, 
And  everlasting  song. 
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1  The  battle  is  the  Lord's ; 

Then  sing  and  praise  His  name ; 
Join  with  the  hosts  of  old,  and  praise, 
For  God  is  still  the  same. 

2  The  battle  is  the  Lord's  ; 

The  spoil  belongs  to  Him  ; 
So  long  as  He  His  grace  affords, 
We  must  go  on  and  win. 

3  The  battle  is  the  Lord's ; 

The  land  before  us  lies ; 
For  faith  can  realize  her  store, 
Before  she  grasps  the  prize. 

4  The  battle  is  the  Lord's  ; 

His  is  the  spoil  and  prey  ; 
Shout!  for  His  hands  is  lifted  up, 
And  we  shall  win  the  day. 
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1  Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee, 

Thou  loveliest  and  best ; 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me — 
In  Thy  blest  love  I  rest. 

2  Jesus,  I  die  to  Thee, 

Whenever  death  shall  come ; 
To  die  to  Thee  is  life  to  me, 
In  my  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
To  live  to  Thee  is  bliss  to  me. 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 


143 


227 

1  To  cur  Redeemer's  glorious  name 

Awake  the  sacred  song ! 
O,  may  His  love — immortal  flame ! — 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  His    love  what    mortal   thought    can 

reach? 
What  mortal  tongue  display? 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
In  wonder  dies  away. 

3  He  took  the  dying  traitor's  place, 

And  suffered  in  our  stead ; 
For  us — O,  miracle  of  grace ! — 
For  sinful  men  He  bled. 

4  He  left  His  radiant  throne  on  high, 

Left  the  bright  realms  of  bliss, 
And  came  on  earth  to  bleed  and  die 
Was  ever  love  like  this  ? 

6  Dear  Lord,  while  we  adoring  pay 
Our  humble  thanks  to  Thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
••The  Saviour  died  for  me." 
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1  I  have  a  home  above, 

From  sin  and  sorrow  free ; 
A  mansion  which  Eternal  Love 
Designed  and  formed  for  me. 

2  My  Father's  gracious  hand 

Has  built  this  sweet  abode  ; 
From  everlasting  it  was  planned, 
My  dwelling-place  with  God. 

3  My  Saviour's  precious  blood 

Has  made  my  title  sure ; 
He  passed  through  death's  dark,  raging 
flood, 
To  make  my  rest  secure. 

4  But,  more  than  all,  I  long 

His  glories  to  behold,         * 
Whose  smile  fills  all  that  radiant  throng 
With  ecstasy  untold. 

6  Thy  love,  most  gracious  Lord, 
My  joy  and  strength  shall  be ; 
Till  Thou  shalt  speak  the  gladdening 
word 
That  bids  me  rise  to  Thee. 

6  And  then  through  endless  days, 
Where  all  Thy  glories  shine, 
In  happier,  holier  strains  I'll  praise 
The  grace  that  made  me  Thine. 
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1  Jesus,  Thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 
'Midst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

2  Bold  shall  I  stand  in  that  great  day ; 
For  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay? 
Fully  absolved  through  these  I  am, 
From  sin  and  fear. from  guilt  and  shame. 

3  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears, 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue ; 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

4  O,  let  the  dead  now  hear  Thy  voice ; 
Bid,  Lord,  Thy  banished  ones  rejoice ; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
Jesus,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness. 
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1  Blessed  Jesus,  ere  we  part, 
Speak  Thy  blessing  to  each  heart ; 
Blessed  Jesus,  Saviour  blest, 
Breathe  Thy  peace   through  every 

breast. 

2  When  this  night  our  eyelids  close, 
Let  us  in  Thine  arms  repose ; 
Blessed  Jesus,  Son  of  God, 
Wash  us  in  Thy  precious  blood. 

3  Blessed  Jesus,  Saviour  dear, 
Through  the  darkness  be  Thou  near ; 
Blessed  Jesus,  Light  divine, 

Let  Thy  presence  round  us  shine. 

4  By  our  couch  Thy  station  keep, 
Guard  from  evil  while  we  sleep  ; 
Blessed  Jesus,  Saviour  bright, 
Guide  us  safe  to  realms  of  light. 
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1  Lord,  a  happy  child  of  Thine, 

Patient  through  the  love  of  Thee, 
In  the  light,  the  life  divine, 
Lives  and  walks  at  liberty. 

2  Leaning  on  Thy  tender  care, 

Thou  hast  led  my  soul  aright ; 
Fervent  was  my  morning  prayer ; 
Joyful  is  my  song  to-night. 

3  O  my  Saviour,  guardian  true, 

All  my  life  is  Thine  to  keep ; 
At  Thy  feet  my  work  I  do  ; 
In  Thy  arms  I  fall  asleep 

4  Source  of  all  that  comforts  nue, 

Well  of  joy  for  which  I  long. 
Let  the  song  I  sing  to  Thee 
Be  an  everlasting  song. 
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1  Oh,  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave, 

The  fountain  deep  and  wide ; 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  mighty  to  save, 

Points  to  His  wounded  side. 

Chorus. 
The  cleansing  stream  I  see,  I  see ! 

I  plunge,  and  oh,  it  cleanseth  me ! 
Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me ! 

It  cleanseth  me,  yes,  cleanseth  me ! 

2  I  see  the  new  creation  rise, 

1  hear  the  speaking  blood ; 
It  speaks !  polluted  nature  dies ! 
Sinks  'neath  the  cleansing  flood. 

3  I  rise  to  walk  in  Heaven's  own  light, 

Above  the  world  and  sin, 
With  hearts  made  pure,  and  garments 
white, 
And  Christ  enthroned  within. 

4  Amazing  grace !  'tis  heaven  below 

To  feel  the  blood  applied ; 
And  Jesus,  only  Jesus  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified. 
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1  There  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear ; 

I  love  to  sing  its  worth ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear, 
The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love, 

Who  died  to  set  me  free ; 
It  tells  me  of  His  precious  blood, 
The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

3  It  tells  me  of  a  Father's  smile, 

Beaming  upon  His  child ; 
It  cheers  me  through  this  "little  while," 
Through  desert,  waste,  and  wild. 

4  It  bids  my  trembling  soul  rejoice, 

And  dries  each  rising  tear ; 
It  tells  me  in  a  "still  small  voice," 
To  trust  and  not  to  fear. 

5  Jesus,  the  name  I  love  so  well, 

The  name  I  love  to  hear ! 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 

6  This  name  shall  shed  its  fragrance  still 

Along  this  thorny  road, 
Shall  sweetly  smooth  the  rugged  hill 
That  leads  me  up  to  God. 

7  And  there,  with  all  the  blood^bought 

throng, 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
I'll  sing  the  new,  eternal  song 
Of  Jesus'  love  to  me. 
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1  What  mean   these    thrills?  this  heav- 

enly calm  ? 
This  ease  that  fills  my  wounded  heart, 
As  if  some  hand  had  poured  in  balm, 
And  healed  its  every  burning  smart  ? 

2  O,  hark !     I  hear  sweet  accents  fall — 

The  music  of  a  voice  divine : 
"I  come  in  answer  to  Thy  call, 
To  dwell  with  Thee  and  make  Thee 
mine." 

3  Be  still,  my  heart !     O,  can  it  be 

The  voice  I  long  have  prayed  to  hear  }■ 
O,  voice  divine,  now  speak  to  me 
Again  in  accents  sweet  and  clear  1 

4  Jesus  is  mine.     Again  He  speaks 

The  whisper  to  my  waiting  heart, 
"My  promise  is  to  him  that  seeks : 
Zra,  lam  thine,  and  mine  thou  art  !n 
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1  My  Saviour,  Thou  hast  promised  rest ; 

O,  give  it  now  to  me  ; 
The  rest  of  ceasing  from  myself, 
To  find  my  all  in  Thee. 

2  O  Lord,  I  seek  a  holy  rest, 

A  victory  over  sin ; 
I  seek  that  Thou  alone  shouldst  reign 
O'er  all,  without,  within. 

3  In  quietness  and  confidence, 

Saviour,  my  strength  shall  be ; 
And  "take  me,  else  I  cannot  come," 
Is  still  my  cry  to  Thee. 

4  Work  in  me,  Lord,  till  on  my  soul 

Eternal  light  shall  break  ; 
And  in  Thy  likeness  perfected, 
I  satisfied  shall  wake. 
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1  How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  a  while, 

And  seek  the  presence  of  our  Lord ! 
Dear  Saviour,  on  Thy  people  smile, 
And  come  according  to    Thy  word. 

2  From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat, 

That  we  may  here   converse   with 
Thee: 
Ah,  Lord  !  behold  us  at  Thy  feet ; 
Let  this  "the  gate  of  heaven"  be. 

3  Chief  of  ten  thousand,  now  appear, 

That  we  by  faith  may  see  Thy  face ; 

O,  speak,  that  Ave  Thy  voice  may  hear, 

And  let  Thy  presence  fill  this  place. 
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1  Thou  sweet  beloved  will  of  God ! 

My  anchor  ground,  my  fortress  hill ; 
My  spirit's  silent  fair  abode ; 
In  Thee  I  hide  me,  and  am  still. 

2  O  Will,  that  wiliest  good  alone, 

Lead  Thou  the  way ;  Thou  guidest 
best: 
A  little  child,  I  follow  on, — 

And,  trusting,  lean  upon  Thy  breast. 

3.  Thy  beautiful,  sweet  will,  my  God, 
Holds  fast  in  its  sublime  embrace 
My  captive  will,  a  gladsome  bird, 
Prisoned  in  such  a  realm  of  grace. 

4  Thy  wonderful,  grand  will,  my  God ! 
With  triumph  now  I  make  it  mine ; 
And  faith  shall  cry  a  joyous  "Yes !" 
To  every  dear  command  of  Thine. 
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1  He  clothes  thy  soul  in  spotless  dress, 

In  bridal  raiment  white  and  clean — 
The  Spirit's  bridal  robe  of  peace, 
Sign  of  the  inward  grace  unseen. 

2  The  love  that  sweeps  thy  spirit  o'er, 

Effacing  every  stain  of  sin, 
Flows  through  Thy  spirit  evermore, 
A  well  of  heavenly  life  within. 

3  And  when  the  age  its  circuit  ends, 

And  the  great  marriage-day  is  there, 
And  from  the  heavens  a  bride  descends, 
Thou,   clothed   in  white,   the  bliss 
shalt  share. 
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1  My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 

The  dawn  of  this  returning  day ; 

My  thoughts,  O  God,  ascend  to  Thee 

While  thus  my  early  vows  I  pay. 

2  I  yield  my  heart  to  Thee  alone, 

Nor  would  receive  another  guest : 
Eternal  King !  erect  Thy  throne 

And  reign  sole  monarch  in  my  breast. 

3  O  bid  this  trifling  world  retire, 

And  drive  each  carnal  thought  away, 
Nor  let  me  feel  one  vain  desire. 

One  sinful  thought  through  all  the 
day. 

4  Thus,  to  Thy  courts  when  I  repair, 

My  soul  shall  rise  on  joyful  wing, 
The  wonders  of  Thy  love  declare, 
And  join  the  strains  which   angels 
sing.  James  Hutton,  d.  1795. 
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1  In  God  I  have  found  a  retreat. 

Where  I  can  securely  abide ; 

No  refuge  nor  rest  so  complete. 

And  here  may  I  ever  reside ! 

Chorus. 
Oh,  what  comfort  it  brings, 

As  my  soul  sweetly  sings : 
I  am  safe  from  all  danger 

While  under  His  wings. 

2  I  dread  not  the  terror  by  night ; 

No  arrow  can  harm  me  by  day ; 
His  shadow  has  covered  me  quite, 
My  fears  He  has  driven  away. 

3  The  pestilence  walking  about, 

When  darkness  has  settled  abroad ; 
Can  never  compel  me  to  doubt 
The  presence  and  power  of  God. 

4  The  wasting  destruction  at  noon, 

No  fearful  foreboding  can  bring ; 
With  Jesus  my  soul  doth  commune, 
His  perfect  salvation  I  sing. 

5  A  thousand  may  fall  at  my  side, 

And  ten  thousand  at  my  right  hand, 
Above  me  His  wings  are  spread  wide, 
Beneath  them  in  safety  I  stand. 
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1  May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union, 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord ; 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 

Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 
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1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all  sacred  Fire, 

Come,  fill  Thy  earthly  temples  now ; 
Emptied  of  every  base  desire, 

Reign  Thou  within,  and  only  Thou. 

2  Thy    Sovereign   right,    Thy    gracious 

claim, 
To  every  thought  and  every  power; 
Our  lives, — to  glorify  Thy  name, 
We  yield  Thee  in  this  sacred  hour. 

3  Fill  every  chamber  of  the  soul ; 

Fill  all  our   thoughts,  our  passions 
fill; 
Till  under  Thy  supreme  control 
Submissive  rests  our  cheerful  will. 
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1  The  Holy  Ghost  is  come, 

We  feel  His  presence  here  ; 
Our  hearts  woulfl.  now  no  longer  roam, 
But  bow  in  filial  fear. 

2  This  tenderness  of  love. 

This  hush  of  solemn  power  ; 
'T  is  heaven  descending  from  above, 
To  fill  this  favored  hour. 

3  Earth's  darkness  all  has  fled, 

Heaven's  light  serenely  shines  ; 
And  ev'ry  heart,  divinely  led, 
To  holy  thought  inclines. 

4  No  more  let  sin  deceive. 

Nor  earthly  cares  betray. 

Oh,  let  us  never,  never  grieve 

The  Comforter  away. 
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1  Command  Thy  blessing  from  above, 

0  God,  on  all  assembled  here ; 
Behold  us  with  a  Father's  love, 

While  we  look  up  with  filial  fear. 

2  Command  Thy  blessing  in  this  hour, 

Spirit  of  truth,  and  fill  this  place 
With  humbling  and  exalting  power, 
With  quickening  and  confirming 
grace. 

3  Command  Thy  blessing,  Jesus,  Lord ; 

May  we  Thy  true  disciples  be  ; 
Speak  to  each  heart  the  mighty  word, 
Say  to  the  weakest,  "Follow  me." 

4  With  Thee  and  Thine  for  ever  found, 

May  all,  who  here  in  prayer  unite, 
With  harps  and  songs  Thy  throne  sur- 
round, 
Rest  in  Thy  love,  and  reign  in  light. 
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1  Beneath  the  Cross  of  Jesus 

1  fain  would  take  my  stand — 
The  shadow  of  a  mighty  Rock, 

Within  a  weary  land. 
A  home  within  the  wilderness, 

A  rest  upon  the  way, 
From  the  burning  of  the  noontide  heat, 

And  the  burden  of  the  day. 

2  O  safe  and  happy  shelter, 

O  refuge  tried  and  sweet, 
O  trysting- place  where  Heaven's  love, 

And  Heaven's  justice  meet ! 
As  to  the  holy  Patriarch 

That  wondrous  dream  was  given. 
So  seems  my  Saviour's  Cross  to  me, 

A  ladder  up  to  heaven. 
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1  Sun  of  my  soul.  Thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near  ; 
Oh.  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise, 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  weary  eye-lids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, — 
Now.  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

4  Watch  the  sick  :  enrich  the  poor 
With   blessings   from   Thy  boundless 

store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night. 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 
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1  Thou  didst  leave  Thy  throne,  and  Thy 

kingly  crown, 
When  Thou  earnest  to  earth  for  me ; 
But  in  Bethlehem's  home   there  was 
found  no  room 
For  Thy  holy  nativity. 
Refrat7i. 
Oh,  come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Jesus ! 

There  is  room  in  my  heart  for  Thee. 
Oh,  come  to   my  heart,  Lord   Jesus, 
come, 
There  is  room  in  my  heart  for  Thee. 

2  Heav'n's  arches  rang  when  the  angels 

sang 
Of  Thy  birth  and  Thy  royal  decree  ; 
But  in  lowly  birth  didst  Thou  come  to 

earth, 
And  in  great  humility. 

3  Foxes  found  their  rest,  and  the  birds 

had  their  nest 
In  the  shade  of  the  cedar  tree  ; 
But  Thy  couch  was  the  sod,  O  Thou 

Son  of  God, 
In  the  deserts  of  Galilee. 

4  Thou  earnest,  O  Lord,  with  Thy  living 

word 
That  should  set  Thy  people  free  ; 
But  with  mocking  and  scorn,  and  with 

crown  of  thorns, 
Did  they  bear  Thee  to  Calvary. 

5  Heaven's  arches  shall  ring  and  its  choirs 

shall  sing 
At  Thy  coming  to  victory  ; 
Thou  wilt  call  me  home,  saying,  "yet 

there  is  room," 
There  is  room  at  My  side  for  Thee 
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1  I  will  sing  of  my  Redeemer, 

And  His  wondrous  love  for  me ; 
On  the  cruel  cross  He  suffered, 
From  the  curse  to  set  me  free. 

Chorus. 

Sing,  oh !  sing  of  my  Redeemer, 
With  His  blood  He  purchased  me ; 

On  the  cross  He  sealed  my  pardon, 
Paid  the  debt,  and  made  me  free, 
And  made  me  free. 

2  I  will  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

How  my  lost  estate  to  save, 
In  His  boundless  love  and  mercy, 
He  the  ransom  freely  gave. 

3  I  will  praise  my  dear  Redeemer, 

His  triumphant  power  I'll  tell, 
How  the  victory  He  giveth 
Over  sin,  and  death,  and  hell. 

4  I  will  sing  of  my  Redeemer, 

And  His  heavenly  love  to  me : 
He  from  death  to  life  hath  bro't  me, 
Son  of  God,  with  Him  to  be. 
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1  She  only  touched  the  hem  of  His  gar- 

ment 
As  to  His  side  she  stole, 
Amid  the  crowd  that  gather' d  around 
Him, 
And  straightway  she  was  whole. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  touch  the  hem  of  His  garment 
And  thou,  too,  shalt  be  free  ; 

His  saving  pow'r  this  very  hour 
Shall  give  new  life  to  thee. 

2  She  came  in  fear  and  trembling  before 

Him, 
She  knew  her  Lord  had  come, 
She  felt  that  from   Him   virtue  had 
healed  her, 
The  mighty  deed  was  done. 

3  He  turned  with  "Daughter,  be  of  good 

comfort, 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole," 
And   peace    that   passeth    all    under- 
standing 
With  gladness  filled  her  soul. 
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1  More  holiness  give  me, 

More  strivings  within ; 
More  patience  in  suffering, 

More  sorrow  for  sin  ; 
More  faith  in  my  Saviour, 

More  sense  of  His  care ; 
More  joy  in  His  service, 

More  purpose  in  prayer* 

2  More  gratitude  give  me, 

More  trust  in  the  Lord  ; 
More  pride  in  His  glory, 

More  hope  in  His  word, 
More  tears  for  His  sorrows, 

More  pain  at  His  grief ; 
More  meekness  in  trial, 

More  praise  for  relief. 

3  More  purity  give  me, 

More  strength  to  o'ercome, 
More  freedom  from  earth-strains, 

More  longings  for  home  ; 
More  fit  for  the  kingdom, 

More  used  would  I  be  ; 
More  blessed  and  holy, 

More   Saviour,  like  Thee. 
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1  Holy,   holy,    holy!    Lord    God  Al- 

mighty ! 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall 

rise  to  Thee ; 
Holy,holy,holy  !  Merciful  and  Mighty ! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all  the  saints  adore 

Thee, 
Casting    down    their    golden    crowns 

around  the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  Seraphim  falling  down 

before  Thee, 
Which   were   and   art,   and   evermore 

shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy!    tho'  the   darkness 

hide  Thee, 

Tho'  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory 
may  not  see, 

Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  be- 
side Thee 

Perfect  in  pow'r,  in  love  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy !  Lord  God  Almighty  J 
All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name 

in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea. 
Holy, holy, holy  !  Merciful  and  Mighty ! 
God  in  three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  t 

Amen. 
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1  Arise,  my  soul,  and  sing 
To  God,  thy  Saviour  King, 

Thine  early  lay  ; 
Rise  on  the  wing  of  prayer 
Thy  waking  thoughts  to  bear, 
And  so  with  grace  prepare 

The  opening  day. 

2  While  yet  the  purple  light 
Fringes  the  robe  of  night. 

Haste  to  His  throne  ; 
Before  corroding  thought 
Her  baneful  work  has  wrought, 
With  earnest  purpose  fraught, 

Seek  Him  alone. 

3  As  He.  the  Son  of  Man, 
His  daily  work  began, 

So  let  my  feet 
Some  Hermon's  dewy  sides, 
Where  solitude  abides, 
And  God  alone  resides, 

Make  swift  retreat. 

4  Wait  on  the  Lord,  thy  God ; 
Lean  on  His  staff  and  rod, 

And  on  thy  head 
Shall  more  abundant  grace, 
From  His  uplifted  face, 
Like  morning's  purest  rays 

Be  richly  shed. 

5  Prepare  the  altar-fire 
With  freshest,  pure  desire, 

An  incense  sweet ; 
Bring  with  thee  words  and  plead, 
And  He  will  surely  heed 
And  answer  all  thy  need 

In  blessings  meet. 

6  Wait  early  on  the  Lord, 
Wait  on  His  holy  word, 

At  break  of  day  ; 
Lo,  God  is  waiting  there, 
Waiting  His  love  to  share, 
Waiting  to  hear  thy  prayer- 
Make  haste  to  pray. 

F.  Bottome,  D.D. 
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1  My  God,  I  know,  I  feel  Thee  mine, 

And  will  not  quit  my  claim, 
Till  all  I  have  is  lost  in  Thine, 
And  all  renewed  I  am. 

2  I  hold  Thee  with  a  trembling  hand, 

And  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  steadfastly  by  faith  I  stand, 
And  all  Thy  goodness  know. 
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1  Thou  my  everlasting  portion. 

More  than  friend  or  life  to  me ; 
All  along  my  pilgrim  journey, 
Saviour,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

Refrain. 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee, 

Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee  ; 
All  along  my  pilgrim  journey, 

Saviour,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

2  Not  for  ease  or  worldly  pleasure, 

Nor  for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be ; 
Gladly  will  I  toil  and  suffer, 
Only  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 

3  Lead  me  thro'  the  vale  of  shadows, 

Bear  me  o'er  life  fitful  sea  ; 
Then  the  gate  of  life  eternal, 
May  I  enter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 
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1  I  would  commune  with  Thee,  my  God : 

E'en  to  Thy  seat  I  come ; 
I  leave  my  joys,  I  leave  my  sins, 
And  seek  in  Thee  my  home. 

2  I  stand  upon  the  mount  of  God, 

With  sunlight  in  my  soul ; 
I  see  the  storm  in  vales  beneath, 
I  hear  the  thunders  roll. 

3  But  I  am  calm  with  Thee,  my  God, 

Beneath  these  glorious  skies  ; 
And  to  the  height  on  which  I  stand 
Nor  storms  nor  clouds  can  rise. 

4  O,  this  is  life !  O,  this  is  joy, 

My  God,  to  find  Thee  so"; 
Thy  face  to  see,  Thy  voice  to  hear, 
And  all  Thy  love  to  know ! 
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1  Join  each  heart  and  tongue  to  bless 
Christ,  our  Strength   and  Righteous- 
ness ; 

Highest  praise  to  Him  belongs, 
Theme  of  our  sublimest  songs. 

2  Object  of  our  choicest  love, 
Thee  we  laud  with  hosts  above, 
Thee  we  hail  with  joint  acclaim, 
Sing  the  glories  of  Thy  name. 

3  O  that  we  Thy  love  may  taste ! 
Bless  us  and  we  shall  be  blest ; 
All  Thy  goodness  may  we  feeL 
God  with  us,  Immanuel. 
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1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 

In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecast, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty,  rushing  wind, 

Upon  the  waves  beneath, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind  ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above  ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 
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1  Jesus,  plant  and  root  in  me 
All  the  mind  that  was  in  Thee ; 
Settled  peace  I  then  shall  find ; 
Jesus'  is  a  quiet  mind. 

2  Anger  I  no  more  shall  feel, — 
Always  even,  always  still ; 
Meekly  on  my  God  reclined ; 
Jesus'  is  a  gentle  mind. 

3  I  shall  suffer  and  fulfill 

All  my  Father's  gracious  will; 
Be  in  all  alike  resigned ; 
Jesus'  is  a  patient  mind. 

4  When  'tis  deeply  rooted  here, 
Perfect  love  shall  cast  out  fear ; — 
Fear  doth  servile  spirits  bind ; 

•  Jesus'  is  a  noble  mind. 

5  I  shall  nothing  know  beside 
Jesus,  and  Him  crucified ; 
Perfectly  to  Him  be  joined ; 
Jesus'  is  a  loving  mind. 

6  I  shall  triumph  evermore, 
Gratefully  my  God  adore : 
God  so  good,  so  true,  so  kind ; 
Jesus'  is  a  thankful  mind. 

7  Lowly,  loving,  meek  and  pure, 
I  shall  to  the  end  endure ; 

Be  no  more  to  sin  inclined ; 
Jesus'  is  a  constant  mind. 

8  I  shall  fully  be  restored 
To  the  image  of  my  Lord, 
Witnessing  to  all  mankind 
Jesus'  is  a  perfect  mind. 
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1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

3  Dear  name !  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place, 
My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet.  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 
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1  Great  is  the  joy  when  Christians  meet ; 
Christian  fellowship,  how  sweet ! 
When  their  theme  of  praise  the  same, 
They  exalt  Jehovah's  name. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love, 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move ; 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  His  Son.. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love, 
How  He  left  the  realms  above, 
Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we  too  the  Spirit's  love  ; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  He  strove* 
Chased  the  mists  of  sin  away, 
Turned  our  night  to  glorious  day. 

5  Great  the  joy,  the  union  sweet, 
When  the  saints  in  glory  meet ; 
Where  the  theme  is  still  the  same, 
Where  they  praise  Jehovah's  name. 
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1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise : 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue* 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word ; 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 
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1  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope, 

On  Thee  I  cast  my  care ; 
With  humble  confidence  look  up, 

And  know  Thou  hear'st  my  prayer. 
Give  me  on  Thee  to  wait, 

Till  I  can  all  things  do  ; 
On  Thee,  almighty  to  create, 

Almighty  to  renew. 

2  I  want  a  sober  mind, 

A  self-renouncing  will, 
That  tramples  down  and  casts  behind 

The  baits  of  pleasing  ill ; 
A  soul  inured  to  pain, 

To  hardship,  grief,  and  loss ; 
Bold  to  take  up,  firm  to  sustain, 

The  consecrated  cross. 

3  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick,  discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  Thee  when  sin  is  near, 

And  sees  the  tempter  fly : 
A  spirit  still  prepared, 

And  armed  with  jealous  care, 
For  ever  standing  on  its  guard, 

And  watching  unto  prayer. 

263 

1  O  safe  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I, 
My  soul  in  its   conflicts  and  sorrows 

would  fly ; 
So  sinful,  so  weary,  Thine,  Thine  would 

I  be; 
Thou  blest  "Rock  of  Ages,"  I'm  hiding 

in  Thee. 

Ref— Hiding  in  Thee,  hiding  in  Thee, 
Thou  blest  "Rock  of  Ages," 
I'm  hiding  in  Thee. 

2  In  the  calm  of  the  noontide,  in  sorrow's 

lone  hour, 
In  times  when  temptation  cast  o'er  me 

its  power ; 
In  the  tempests  of  life,  on   its  wide, 

heaving  sea, 
Thou  blest  "Rock  of  Ages,"  I'm  hiding 

in  Thee. 

3  How  oft  in  the  conflict,  when  press'd 

by  the  foe, 
I  have  fled  to  my  Refuge  and  breathed 

out  my  woe ; 
How  often,  when  trials  like  sea-billows 

roll, 
Have  I  hidden  in  Thee,  O  Thou  Rock 

of  my  soul. 
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1  Holy  Spirit,  faithful  guide, 
Ever  near  the  Christian's  side. 
Gently  lead  us  by  the  hand, 
Pilgrims  in  a  desert  land ; 
Weary  souls  for  e'er  rejoice, 
While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home ! 

2  Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near  Thine  aid  to  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear, 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er— 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home ! 

3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wond'ring  if  our  names  are  there, 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  nought  but  Jesus'  blood ; 
Whisp'ring  softly,  wanderer  come ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home ! 
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1  One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er, — 
I'm  nearer  to  my  home  to-day 
Than  ever  I  was  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house 

Where  many  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  the  great  white  judgment  throne, 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life 

Where  burdens  are  laid  down, 

Where  we  shall  lay  aside  the  cross 

And  win  and  wear  the  crown. 

4  Nearer  death's  silent  stream, 

That  winds  'mid  shades  unknown ; 
Nearer  the  radiant  shores  that  gleam 
With  glory  from  the  throne. 

5  Perhaps  my  Aveary  feet 

Have  almost  gained  the  brink  ; 
I  may  be  nearer  home  to-day, 
Far  nearer  than  I  think. 

6  Father !  perfect  my  trust 

To  feel  in  life  or  death 
My  weary  feet  securely  rest 
On  Christ,  my  Rock  by  Faith. 

Phcebe  Cary,  1852. 
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1  I  want  a  heart  to  pray. — 

To  pray,  and  never  cease  ; 
Never  to  murmur  at  Thy  stay, 

Or  wish  my  sufferings  less. 
This  blessing  above  all — 

Always  to  pray — I  want ; 
Out  of  the  deep  on  Thee  to  call, 

And  never,  never  faint. 


2  I  want  a  true  regard, 

A  single,  steady  aim, 
Unmoved  by  threatening  or  reward, 

To  Thee  and  Thy  great  name  ; 
A  jealous,  just  concern 

For  Thine  immortal  praise ; 
A  pure  desire  that  all  may  learn 

And  glorify  Thy  grace. 


3  I  rest  upon  Thy  word — 

The  promise  is  for  me ; 
My  succor  and  salvation,  Lord, 

Shall  surely  come  from  Thee : 
But  let  me  still  abide, 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 
Till  Thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 

Into  Thy  perfect  love. 
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1  Blessed  Jesus !  let  Thy  presence 
Like  a  cloud  of  incense  fall ; 
Where  Thy  servants  meet  to  praise  Thee 
Let  Thy  blessing  crown  us  all. 

Come  and  bless  us 
While  upon  Thy  name  we  call. 


2  Here  in  life's  young  manhood  gathered, 

OfFring  all  our  lives  to  Thee, 
Who  for  us,  in  early  manhood, 
Gave  Thy  life  upon  the  tree, 

Let  our  ofTring 
By  Thy  love  accepted  be. 

3  With  Thy  yearning  pity,  Jesus ! 

With  Thy  love  for  human  kind, 
Nerve  our  earnest  hearts  for  labor ; 
Gird  us  with  Thy  patient  mind, 

Never  tiring 
In  the  work  we  daily  find. 

4  Then  at  last,  when  life  declining, 

As  the  shades  of  night  appear, 
On  Thy  loving  breast  reclining. 
Find  our  rest  from  labor  there  ; 

And  Thy  blessing 
Be  our  bliss  in  heaven  to  share. 

F.  Bottorae,  D.  D. 
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1  What  joy  the  belov'd  of  the  Lord, 

His  love  is  my  theme  and  my  song ; 
He  bids  me  dwell  safely  by  Him, 
And  covers  me  all  the  dav  long. 

Hallelujah !  Hallelujah ! 
He  covers  me  all  the  day  long. 

2  He  show'd  me  the  fountain  for  sin, 

That  washes  and  cleanses  the  soul. 

Then  trusting  I  cast  self  within,  [  whole. 

His  blood  cleans' d  and  cover' d  the 

Hallelujah !  Hallelujah !     [whole. 

His  blood  cleans'd  and  cover'd  the 

3  I'll  trust  Him  tho'  Satan  assails,   [roll, 

I'll  trust  Him  tho'  floods  round  me 
I'll  trust  Him,  yes,  praise  His  dear  name, 
The  joy  of  the  Lord  fills  my  soul. 

Hallelujah!  Hallelujah! 
The  joy  of  the  Lord  fills  my  soul. 
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1  Tempted  and  tried ! 
Oh !  the  terrible  tide 

May  be  raging  and  deep,  may  be  wrathful 
and  wide ! 

Yet  its  fury  is  vain, 

For  the  Lord  shall  restrain, 
And  forever  and  ever  Jehovah  shall  reign. 

Chorus. — Tempted  and  tried, 

Yet  the  Lord  at  thy  side, 
Shall  guide  and  keep  thee, 
Tho  tempted  and  tried. 

2  Tempted  and  tried, 
There  is  One  at  Thy  side, 

And  never   in  vain   shall  His   children 
confide ! 

He  shall  save  and  defend, 

For  He  saves  to  the  end. 
Adorable  Master  and  Glorious  Friend ! 

3  Tempted  and  tried. 
Whate'er  may  betide, 

In  His  secret  pavilion  His  children  shall 
hide. 
'Neath  the  shadowing  wing 
Of  eternity's  King, 
His  children  shall  trust,  and  His  servants 
shall  sing. 

4  Tempted  and  tried ! 
Yet  the  Lord  will  abide. 

Thy  faithful  Redeemer,  thy  Keeper  and 
Guide. 
Thy  Shield  and  thy  Sword, 
Thine  exceeding  Reward, 
Then  enough  for  the  servant  to  be  as  his 
Lord. 


152 


270 

1  Knocking,  knocking,  who  is  there? 

Waiting,  waiting,  oh,  how  fair ! 
Tis  a  pilgrim,  strange  and  kingly, 

Never  such  was  seen  before. 
Ah !  my  soul,  for  such  a  wonder, 

Wilt  thou  not  undo  the  door. 

2  Knocking,  knocking,  still  He's  there, 

Waiting,  w;  iting,  wondrous  fair  ; 
But  the  door  is  hard  to  open, 

For  the  weeds  and  ivy-vine, 
With  their  dark  and  clinging  tendrils, 

Ever  round  the  hinges  twine. 

3  Knocking,knocking, — what,still  there  ? 

Waiting,  waiting,  grand  and  fair  ; 
Yes,  the  pierced  hand  still  knocketh, 

And  beneath  the  crowned  hair 
Beam  the  patient  eyes  so  tender. 

Of  thy  Saviour,  waiting  there. 
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1  Sing  them  over  again  to  me, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. 
Let  me  more  of  their  beauty  see, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. 
Words  of  life  and  beauty, 

Teach  me  faith  and  duty  ; 
J :  Beautiful  words,  wonderful  words. 

Wonderful  words  of  Life.  :|| 

2  Christ,  the  blessed  One.  gives  to  all, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life, 
Sinner,  list  to  the  loving  call, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. 
All  so  freely  given, 

Wooing  us  to  heaven. 
J :  Beautiful  words,  wonderful  v  »rds, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. : 

3  Sweetly  echo  the  gospel  call, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life  ; 
Offer  pardon  and  peace  to  all. 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. 
Jesus,  only  Saviour, 
Sanctify  forever. 
| :  Beautiful  words,  wonderful  words. 
Wonderful  words  of  Life.  :|| 

4  Words  that  come  from  the  heart  of  God, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life  ; 
Words  that  speak  of  the  cleansing  blood, 

Wonderful  words  of  Life. 
Words  of  Life  and  glory, 
Tell  the  wondrous  story  ; 
(|:  Beautiful  words,  wonderful  words, 
Wonderful  words  of  Life.  :|| 
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1  I've  found  a  Friend  ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

He  loved  me  ere  I  knew  Him  ; 
He  drew  me  with  the  cords  of  love, 

And  thus  He  bound  me  to  Him. 
And  'round  my  heart  still  closely  twine 

Those  ties  which  naught  can  sever, 
For  I  am  His  and  He  is  mine, 

Forever  and  forever. 

2  I've  found  a  Friend  ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

He  bled,  He  died  to  save  me ; 
And  not  alone  the  gift  of  life, 

But  His  own  self  He  gave  me ; 
Naught  that  I  have  my  own  I  call, 

I  hold  it  for  the  Giver ; 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all, 

Are  His,  and  His  forever. 

C     '  ve  found  a  Friend  ;  oh,  such  a  Friend ! 

So  kind,  and  true,  and  tender, 
So  wise  a  Counsellor  and  Guide, 

So  mighty  a  Defender ! 
From  Him,  who  loves  me  now  so  well, 

What  power  my  soul  can  sever? 
Shall  life  or  death,  or  earth  or  hell? 

No  ;  I  am  His  forever. 
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1  My  heart,  that  was  heavy  and  sad, 

Was  made  to  rejoice  and  be  glad, 
And  peace  without  measure  I  had. 
When  the  Comforter  came. 

Ref. — Peace,  sweet  peace, 

Peace  when  the  Comforter  came ! 

My  heart  that  was  heavy  and  sad, 

Was  made  to  rejoice  and  be  glad^ 

And  peace  without  measure  I  had, 

When  the  Comforter  came. 

2  To  sin  and  to  evil  inclined, 

With  darkness  pervading  my  mind, 
No  rest  I  could  anywhere  find, 
Till  the  Comforter  came. 

3  The  voice  of  thanksgiving  I  raised, 
The  Lord,  my  Redeemer,  I  praised ; 
I  was  at  His  mercy  amazed, 

When  the  Comforter  came. 
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1  Do  m    I  love  Thee,  0  my  Lord? 
Behold  my  heart,  and  see  ; 

And  turn  the  dearest  idol  out 
That  dares  to  rival  Thee. 

2  Is  not  Thy  name  melodious  still 
To  mine  attentive  ear? 

Doth   not   each  pulse   with    pleasure 
bound 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear! 
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Naaman  the  Leper. 


Words  Arr. 


2d  Kings,  §th  chapter. 


E.  E.  NlCKEKSON. 


1.  It  was  Naaman,  the  lep-er,  that  honorable  man,  The  captain  of  Syr  -  i  -  a's 

2.  But  he  heard  of  a  man. 'in  the  poor  Hebrew's  land,  A  lit  -  tie  maid  told  him  a- 

3.  And  so  Naaman  went  on,  when  the  servant  had  gone,  E-li-sha  had  sent  to   the 

4.  And  now,  sinner,  poor  sinner,  why  you  are  the  same  As  Naaman, the  no-  ted  Syr- 

5.  Now,poor  sinner,  you're  wretched.you  cannot  escape  The  judgment  of  God  yet  to 
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host,  He    wasbad-ly    af-flict-ed  and  sick  in  his  land,  A  bur- den  to   all  on  the 
bout,   I      will  go     if    I  can.this  he  said  to  his  friend,  For  he  can  relieve  me  no 
door.  For     he  could  not  believe  that  he  had  re  ceiv-  ed  So  cheap  and  so  perfect  a 
ian,  Your  sickness  doth  injure  both  body  and  soul  It  makes  you  feel  lonesome  and 
come  ;Oh,  just  come  along,  sinner,  don't  leave  it  too  late,No  more  in  the  wilderness 
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coast.O  my,  what  a  sight,  his  disease  make  him  white,No  doctor  could  help  him  be 
doubt.    He  went  and  he  called  on  the  prophet  of  God,  E  -  li  -  sha  refused  to  be 
cure.He  tho't  that  the  rivers,  down  in  his  own  land  Were  better.because  they  were 
mean.If  you  know  you're  lost,  why  not  take  up  your  cross,  And  Jesus  will  wash  you  so 
roam.    I     once  was  like  you,  till  cre-a-ted  a-new,    I  now    onHisprom-i-ses 
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clean.  For  they  never  did  pray. and  they  knew  not  the  way  To  get  in  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  stream, 
seen.  He  lift  -  ed  his  bur  -  den.and  sent  him  to  Jor-dan,To  wash  in  the  beau-ti  -ful  stream, 
clean.  It  was  just  about  nighf. when  he  walk'd  in  the  light.  And  plung'd  in  that  beautiful  stream, 
clean.  If  you  know  you  are  sick  whyjustcome  along  quick.  And  plunge  in  the  beautiful  stream, 
lean.  When  I     for-sook  sinning,  1  then  began  praying,  And  washed  in  the  beautiful  stream. 
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Oh,  go  wash  in  that  beautiful  stream,  Go  wash  in  that  beautiful  stream,    Oh, 
Second  Refrian  for  fifth  verse  only. 
Ohigoivash  in  that  beautiful  stream,  Go  wash  in  that  beautiful  stream,  For  like 
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Naa-man,0,Naa-man,   Go  down  and  wash, Go  wash  in  that  beautiful     stream. 
2Vaaman,unclean,you're  leprous  ivith  sin.  Go  -wosh  in  that  beautiful stream. 
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276      Keep  Me  From  Sinking  Down 


E.E.N. 


For  Male  Voices.     Jeremiah^ 


E.  E.  NlCKERSON. 
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Abiding,  oh,  so  wondrous  sweet.  . . 
bide  with  me,fast  falls  the  eventide 
Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed-  .. 
All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name. . 

All  my  life  long  I  had  panted 

All  that  I  was,  my  sins,  my  guilt. . . 

All  the  way  to  Calvary 

All  to  Christ  I  owe 

America 

A  mind  at  perfect  peace 

And  can  I  yet  delay 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise 

Are  you  ready 

Are  you  ready  for  the  Bridegroom . . 
Are  you  weary, are  you  heavy-hearted 

Arise,  my  soul,  and  sing 

At  the  cross 

At  the  fountain 

At  the  feet  of  Jesus  waiting 

Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve 

Beautiful  hands 
ehold,  I  come  with  joy  to  do ... . 

Behold  the  Bridegroom 

Being  of  beings,  God  of  love 

Beneath  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Blessed  assurance,  Jesus  is  mine. . . . 

Blessed  Jesus,  ere  we  part 

Blessed  Jesus,  heavenly  Lamb 

Blessed  Jesus,  I  would  be 

Blessed  Jesus,  let  Thy  presence. . . . 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Brethren,  let  us  join  to  bless 

By  Jordan's  rushing  stream  I  stand 

Come  back  to  me 
ome,  for  the  feast  is  spread 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  all  sacred  fire... 
Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  song. 

Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice 

Come  unto  me  when  shadows 

Command  thy  blessing  from  above. 

Companionship  with  Jesus 

Coronation 

Christian  brethren,  ere  we  part 

Dennis 
eep  and  grand  in  tones  sublime. . 
Don't  grieve  after  me 
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Down  at  the  cross 180 

Down  at  the  fonntain 98 

Down  in  the  vallev 67 

Do  not  I  love  Thee 274 
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ntire  consecration 88 

ternity 17 


Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss..  173 

ill  me  now 64 

Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be 169 

For  you  and  for  me 7 

Free  salvation  is  flowing 10 

From  all  that  dwells  below 261 

Full  salvation,  full  salvation 14 

Full  salvation 104 

Gethsemane 90 

ive  me  a  heart  of  calm  repose 18 

Give  me  Jesus 25 

Glad  tidings 10 

Glory  to  His  name 180 

Go  and  tell  Jesus 58 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again  107 

God  is  calling  yet 20 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 208 

God  the  Father,  high  in  glory 141 

God's  promises 97 

Great  is  the  joy  when  Christians  meet  260 

Greenville 125 


Happy  day 50 
appy  the  soul  to  Jesus  joined.        194 
He  clothes  my  soul  in  spotless  dress  238 

He  is  calling 186 

He  leadeth  me !  oh !  blessed  thought     73 

He  rose 32 

He  saves  to  the  uttermost 42 

He  who  once  was  dead 156 

Ho,  every  one  that  is  thirsty 28 

Holy  Dove,  Thy  wings 6 

Holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty. . .  251 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Guide " 264 

Hover  o'er  me,  Holy  Spirit 64 

How  bright  the  hope  that  Calvary. .     94 

How  can  I  keep  from  singing 75 

How  happy  every  child  of  grace ....    131 
How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds  259 
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How  sweet  to  leave  the  world , 
How  tender  is  Thy  hand. 


I  am  coming  to  the  cross 
am  dwelling  on  the  mountain . . . 

am  far  frame  my  hame 

am  glad  there  is  cleansing 

am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee 

bring  you  tidings  of  great  joy .... 

have  a  home  above 

have  a  song  I  love  to  sing 

have  entered  the  valley  of  blessing 

have  found  repose  for  my  weary  soul 

have  laid  my  burden  down 

have  seen  the  lightning  flashing. . 

hear  the  Saviour  say 

hear  Thy  welcome  voice 

heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 

know  I  love  Thee  better,  Lord .... 

know  not  why  God's  wondrous. . 

know  that  my  Redeemer  lives 

know  whom  I  have  believed 

lay  my  sins  on  Jesus 

love  to  tell  the  story 

praise  the  Lord  when  full  of  sin.  . 

rest  upon  His  promise  sure 

stand  all  bewildered  with  wonder. 

thirst,  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God 

want  a  heart  to  pray 

was  a  wandering  sheep 

was  once  far  away  from 

will  sing  of  my  Redeemer 

would  commune  with  Thee 

yield  toThee 

f,  Lord,  I  have  acceptance  found. . . 

f  you  want  pardon 

'm  a  pilgrim,  and  a  stranger 

'm  all  surrendered  to  the  Lord. . . . 

'm  kneeling  at  the  cross 

'm  resting  at  last 

'm  satisfied  with  Jesus  here 

n  a  world  so  full  of  weeping 

n  every  trying  hour 

n  God  I  have  found  a  retreat 

n  heavenly  love  abiding 

n  some  way  or  other 

n  the  Christian's  home  in  glory. . . . 

n  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 

n  the  secret  of  His  presence  (Carter) 
n  the  secret  of  His  presence  (Sweney) 

s  not  this  land  of  Beulah 

t  is  good  to  be  here 

t  was  Naaman  the  leper 

've  been  redeemed 

've  found  a  friend  in  Jesus 

'ye  found  a  friend,  oh,  such  a  friend 
've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price 
've  washed  mv  robes 
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Jesus  bids  you  come 
esus,  how  much  Thy  name  unfolds 

Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 

Jesus  is  pleading  with  my  poor  soul 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul 

Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope 

Jesus,  plant  and  root  in  me 

Jesus  saves 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 

Jesus,  strong  to  deliver,  mighty  to.. 

Jesus,  spotless  Lamb  of  God 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

Jesus,  Thy  blood  and  righteousness . 

Jesus,  Thine  all  victorious  love 

Jesus,  we  Thy  promise  claim 

Join  each  heart  and  tongue  to  bless. 
Joy  to  the  world  the  Lord  is  come. 


Knocking,  knocking,  who  is  there, 
eep  me  from  sinking  down 


Land  ahead !  its  fruits  are  waving, 
ate  at  night  I  saw  the  Shepherd. 

Let  Him  in 

Let  me  go  where  saints  are  going .... 
Let  me  hear  Thy  voice  now  speaking 

Lead  me  gently  home,  Father 

Lights  along  the  shore 

Like  a  bird  on  the  deep 

Like  a  river  glorious 

Like  Jacob  in  his  bethel  tent 

Lord,  a  happy  child  of  Thine 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing 

Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost 

Lord,  I  believe  a  rest  remains 

Lord,  I  delight  in  Thee 

Lord,  undertake  for  me 

Lord,  with  united  hearts 

Lost  in  sight  of  home  and  mother  . . 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling 

Love  of  Jesus,  all  divine 

Love's  duet 
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May  the  grace  of  Christ  my  Saviour  241 

edley  of  Choruses 15 

Medley  of  Choruses 98 

Missing 45 

More  holiness  give  me 250 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 146 

My  ain  countrie 105 

My  blessed  Jesus  and  my  Lord 154 

My  blessed  Jesus,  Thou  hast  taught  205 

My  country  'tis  of  thee 181 

My  Father  is  rich  in  houses  and 129 

My  God,  I  know,  I  feel  Thee  mine.  253 
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My  God,  my  life,  my  love 209 

My  heart  is  resting  on  my  God 207 

My  heart  that  was  heavy  and  sad. .  273 

My  life  flows  on  in  endless  song 75 

My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see. .  239 

My  rest  is  in  heaven 60 

My  robes  were  once  all  stained. ...  41 

My  Saviour,  Thou  hast  promised ....  235 

Naaman  the  leper 275 

earer,  my  God,  to  Thee 159 

Never  alone 43 

No  dying  there 66 

Now  I  can  read  mv  title  clear 81 


0  blessed  fellowship  divine 16 

bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss  of  the  70 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 142 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink ....  162 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God 128 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 145 

O  for  the  robes  of  whiteness 201 

O  gracious  promises  of  God 97 

O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice.  50 

O  how  sweet  at  Jesus'  feet 13 

O  Jesus,  Jesus,  dearest  Lord 35 

O  Jesus,  Lord,  Thy  dying  love 39 

O  Lord,  exalted  far  on  high 30 

O  mourner  in  Zion •  31 

O  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave 232 

O  safe  to  the  Rock  that  is  higher. . .  263 

O  sing  of  His  mighty  love 70 

O  teach  me  more  of  Thy  blest  ways  199 

O  the  bitter  shame  and  sorrow 65 

O  the  voice  of  tender  mercy 186 

O  those  beautiful  hands 34 

O  Thou  God  of  my  salvation 206 

O  Thou  who  earnest  from  above. ...  176 

Of  Him  who  did  salvation  bring 46 

Oh  good  Lord,  come  this  way 276 

On  the  cross  of  Calvary 103 

One  in  Jesus 6 

One  more  day's  work  for  Jesus 85 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 265 

Our  Father,  which  art  in  heaven. . .  23 

Our  times  are  in  Thy  hands 197 

Overcomers 92 

Pardon,  peace,  and  power 5 
raise  ye  the  Lord,  oh  sing  aloud.   196 
Prince  of  Peace,  control  my  will. ...    166 

Redeeming  love 87 

ejoice,  His  name  is  Jesus 113 

Rest  to  the  weary  soul 8 

Revive  us  again 117 


Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me 182 

Royal  way  of  the  cross 108 

Safe  within  the  vale 89 

alvation !  O,  the  joyful  sound. ...  135 

Satisfied ." 48 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing  130 

Saved  to  the  uttermost 59 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river 144 

Shall  I  be  saved  to-night 55 

She  only  touched  the  hem  of 249 

Should  the  summons  quickly  flying  24 

Sing  of  the  Lamb  whose  love  and. .  53 

Sing  them  over  again  to  me 271 

Since  a  Father's  arm  sustains  thee. .  3 

Since  I  have  been  redeemed 29 

Sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus 127 

Softly  and  tenderly  Jesus  is  calling.  7 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise . .  170 

Something  every  heart  is  loving 137 

Speak,  Saviour 106 

Stand  up  and  bless  the  Lord 188 

Standing  on  the  promises 2 

Step  out  on  the  promise 31 

Still  for  Thy  loving  kindness,  Lord.  133 

Still  on  the  Lord  thy  burden  roll. . .  147 

Submission 3 

Surrendered 44 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear.  246 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer 195 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing  193 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 88 

ake  the  world,  but  give  me  Jesus.  25 

Tell  it  to  Jesus  alone 101 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 79 

Tempted  and  tried 269 

The  altered  motto 65 

The  angels  are  looking  on  me 47 

The  banner  cross  is  waving  high ....  171 

The  battle  is  the  Lord's 225 

The  beloved 67 

The  blood  of  Jesus  cleanseth  me 179 

The  blood,  the  blood,  is  all  my  plea.  74 

The  child  of  a  King 129 

The  conflict  is  over 27 

The  cross,  the  cross,  the  blood 68 

The  fountain  of  mercy 78 

The  gracious  call 109 

The  great  Physician 22 

The  half  has  never  yet  been  told ....  91 

The  heart  that  knows  no  sorrow 63 

The  Holy  Ghost  has  come 243 

The  Jordan  crossing 114 

The  lily  of  the  valley 51 

The  Lord,  my  Shepherd  is 132 

The  Lord's  prayer 23 

The  Lord  will  provide 69 
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The  Master  stood  in  the  garden 116 

The  new  song 56 

The  pearly  gates 102 

The  Prince  of  my  peace 72 

The  secret  of  the  Lord 95 

The  Spirit  in  our  hearts 163 

The  water  of  Jordan  may  roll 57 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  148 

There  is  a  name  1  love  to  hear 233 

There's  a  blessing  at  the  cross" 12 

There's  a  resting-place  I  know 13 

There's  a  stranger  at  the  door 11 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb..  221 

Thou  didst  leave  Thy  throne 247 

Thou,  my  everlasting  portion 254 

Thou  sweet  beloved  will  of  God 237 

Thus  far  the  Lord 210 

Thy  presence,  Lord,  the  place  shall.  212 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  oh  Lord 202 

'Tis  so  sweet  to  trust  in  Jesus 37 

Title  clear 81 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls 1S4 

To  God,  the  only  wise 224 

To  our  Redeemer's  glorious  name. .  227 

Trusting  in  the  promise 61 

'Twas  Jesus,  my  Saviour 78 


Wait  a  little  while 56 

alk  in  the  light 214 

We  have  heard  a  joyful  sound 54 

We  may  spread  our  couch 108 

We  praise  Thee.  O  God 117 

We  travel  now  in  wisdom's  wavs. . .  219 

We  walk  by  faith ." 118 

Welcome  for  me 26 

What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus ....  71 

What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page.. .  150 

What  joy  the  beloved  of  the  Lord. .  268 

What  mean  these  thrills,  these 234 

What  sacred  fountain,  yonder 200 

When  earth  anew  shall  bloom  again  66 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross.  168 

When  in  my  sorrow  He  found  me . .  84 

When  Jesus  to  my  rescue  came 223 

When  Jesus  spoke  peace  to  my  soul  110 

When  languor  and  disease  invade. .  189 

When  the  voice  of  Jesus  calls  me. . . .  102 

Where  the  living  waters  flow 8 

While  passing  a  garden.  I  listened  to  90 

While  the  years  are  rolling  on 9 

Who.  who  "is  He 92 

With  the  precious  Lord  I  would  stay  38 

Would  we  be  joyful  in  the  Lord. . .  5 


159 


THE 


#oJJfc.  jULf,  ^|fc.  ^1^.  .NUfc.  .jAlfc.  Aifck.  _^|fc.  ,>AJfc„ 

WWmmmWWWW 


Times  of  Refreshing 


CONTAINS     FORTY-EIGHT     PAGES    MONTHLY    OF 
CHOICE    RELIGIOUS    READING. 


PRICE,  ONLY  ONE  DOLLAR  PER  YEAR. 

Twenty-Five  Cents  Extra  to  those  Foreign  Countries  which  are 
included   in   the    Postal    Union. 


LARGEST  RELIGIOUS  PAPER  FOR  THE  PRICE  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 


THE 


Times  of  Refreshing 


is  wide-awake  and  bright,  is  not  sectarian,  and  aims  to  bring  sinners  to 
Christ,  to  encourage  and  strengthen  every  Christian  worker,  of  what- 
ever denomination,  and  to  extend  the  knowledge  of  Christ  as 
a  full  Saviour  to  every  child  of  God.     It  is  illustrated, 
and    it   is   interesting   to   old   and   young. 


We  are  sure  that  there  are  thousands  in  our  country,  who,  if  they  knew  the 
paper,  would  gladly  pay  the  sum  and  secure  its  monthly  visits. 


CHARLES  CULLIS,  Editor,      Office,  Beacon  Hill  PI,,  Boston,  Mass. 


